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CHAPTER L 

A VARIATION OP Plft)TESTANTISM UNKNOWN TO 
BOSSUET. 

Journeying down tlie Rhone on a summer's day, you 
have perhaps felt the sunshine made dreary by those 
ruined villages which stud tljo banks in certain part^ 
of its course, telling how the swift river once rose, 
like an angry, destroying god, sweeping down the 
feeble generations whose breath is in their nostrils, 
and making their dw^cllings a desolation. Strange 
oontraRt, you may have thought, between the effect 
produced on us by these dismal remnants of common- 
place houses, which in their best days were but the 
sign of a sordid life, belonging in all its details to our 
own vulgar era ; and the effect produced by those 
ruins on the castled Rhine, which have crumbled and 
mellowed into such harmony with the green and 
rocky steeps, that they seem to have a natural fit- 
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ness, like the mountain pine : nay, oven in the day 
when they wore built they must have had this fitness, 
as if they had been raised by an earth-born race, who 
had inherited from their mighty parent a sublime 
instinct of form, ^id that was a day of romance ! 
If those robber barons were somew^hat grim and 
drunken ogres, tlioy had a certain grandeur of the 
wild beast in them — they W’ere forest boars witli 
tusivs, tearing and rending, not the ordinary domestic 
grunter ; they represented the demon forces for ever 
in collision with beauty, virtue, and the gentle uses 
of life ; they made a fine contrast in the picture with 
the wandering minstrel, the soft* lipped princess, the 
pious recluse, and the timid Israelite. That was a 
time of colour, when the sunlight fell on glancing 
steel and floating banners ; a time of adventure and 
fierce struggle — nay, of living, religious art and re- 
ligious enthusiasm ; for were not cathedrals built in 
those days, and did not great emperors leave their 
Western palaces to die before the infidel strongholds 
in the sacred East ? Therefore it is that those Rhine 
castles thrill mo with a sense of poetry : they belong 
to tlie grand historic life of humanity, aud raise up for 
me the vision of an epoch. But these doad>tinted, 
holl(5iv-eyed, angular skeletons of ^dllages on the 
Rhone oppress me with the feeling that human life 
— very much of it — is a narrow, ugly, grovelling 
existence, which even calamity does not ‘elevate, but 
rather tends to exhibit in all its bare vulgarity of 
conoeption ; and I have a cruel conviction that the 
lives these ruins are the traces of, were part of a 
gross sum of obscure vitality, that will be swept 
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into the Baine oblivion with tlie generations of ants 
and beavors. 

Perhaps something nlrin to this oppressive feeling 
may have weighed upon, you in watching this old' 
fashioned family life on tho banks of the Floss, which 
even sorrow hardly suffices to lift above the level of 
the tragi-coniio. It is a sordid life, you say, this of 
the Tullivers and Dudsons — irradiated by no sub- 
lime principles, no romantic visions, no active, self- 
renouncing faith — moved b}'’ none of those wild, un- 
’ controllable passions which create tlie dark shadowH 
of misery and crime — without that primitive rough 
simplicity of wants, that hard submissivo ill-paid 
toil, that childlike spelling-out of what nature has 
written, which gives its poetry to peasant life. 
Here, one has conventional Avorldly notions and 
habits without instruction and witluJut polish — 
surely tho most piosaic form of human life: proud 
respectability in a gig of unfashionable build : world- 
liness without side-dishes. Observing these pooplo 
narrowly, even when tho iron hapd of misfortune has 
shaken them from their unquestioning hold on tho 
world, one sees little trace of religion, still Jess of a 
distinctively Christian creed. Their belief in tho 
Unseen, so far as it manifests itself at all, seems to 
be rather of a pagan kind; their moral notions, 
though held with strong tenacity, seem to have no 
standard beyond hereditary custom. You could 
not live among such people ; you are stifled for want 
of an outlet towards something beautiful, great, or 
noble; you are irritated with tliese dull men and 
women, as a kind of population out of keeping with 
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the earth on which they live — with this rich plain 
where the great river flows for ever onwarcl, and links 
the small pnlso of the old English town with the 
beatings of the world’s mighty heart. A vigorous 
superstition, that lashes its gods or lashes its own 
back, seems to bo more congruous with the mysteiy 
of tho human lot, than the mental condition of these 
oraraet-like Dodsons and Tullivers. 

I share with you this sense of oppressive narrow- 
ness ; blit it is necessary that we should feel it, if 
wo caro to understand how it acted on the lives 
of Tom and Maggie — how it has acted on young 
natures in many generations, that in the onward 
tendency of human tilings •liave risen above the 
mental loved of the generation before them, to which 
they have been nevertheless tied by tho strongest 
fibres of thflir hearts. Tho suffering, whether of 
martyr or victim, which belongs to every historical 
advance of mankind, is represented in this way in 
every town, and by hundreds of obscure hearths ; 
and wo need not shnnk from tliis comparison of 
small things with great ; for does not science tell 
us that its highest striving is after the ascertain- 
nient of a unity which shall bind the smallest things 
with tho greatest? In natural science, I have under- 
stood, there is nothing petty to the mind that has a 
large viapn of relations, and to which every single 
object suggests a vast sum of conditions. It is surely 
tho same with the observation of human life. 

Certainly the religious and moral ideas of the 
Dodsons and Tullivers were of too specific a kind to 
be arrived at deductively} from the statement that 
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they were part of the Protestant population of Groat 
Britain. Their theory of life had its core of sound- 
ness, as all theories must have on which decent and 
prosperous families have been reared and have flour- 
ished ; but it had the very slightest tincture of theo- 
logy, If, in the maiden days of the Dodson sisters, 
their Bibles opened more easily at some parts than 
others, it was because of dried tulip-petals, which 
had been distributed quite impartially, without pre- 
ference for the historical, devotional, or doctrinal. 
Their religion was of a simple, serni-pagan kind, but 
there was no lieresy in it — if heresy properly means 
choice — for they didn’t know there was any other 
religion, except that of chapel-goers, which appeared 
to run in families, like asthma. How should they 
know? Tlio vicar of their pleasant rural parish was 
not a controversialist, but a good hand^it whist, and 
one who had a joke always ready for a blooming 
female parisliioner. The religion of the Dodsons 
consisted in revering whatever was customary and 
respectable : it was necessary to bo baptised, else 
one could not be buried in the churchyard, and to 
take the sacrament before death as a security^ against 
more dimly understood perils ; but it was of equal 
nec«^88ity to have the proper pall-bearers and well- 
cured hams at one’s funeral, and to leave an unim- 
peachable will. A Dodson would not be^xed with 
the omission of anything that was becoming, or that 
belonged to that eternal fitness of things which was 
plainly indicated in the practice of the most sub- 
stantial parishioners, and in the family traditions — 
such as, obedience to parents, faithfulness to kin- 
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drod, induRtiy, rigid honesty, thrift, the thorough 
scouring of wooden and copper utensils, the hoard- 
ing of coins likely to disappear from the cniTency, 
the production of first-rate commodities for the mar- 
ket, and the general preference for whatever was 
home-made. The Dodsons were a very proud race, 
and their pride lay in the utter frustration of all de- 
sire to tax them with a breach of traditional duty or 
propriety. A wholesomo pride in many respects, 
since it identified honour with perfect integrity, 
tlioroughneBB of work, and faithfulness to admitted 
rules ; and society owes some worthy ciiialitics in 
many of her members to mothers of the Dodson class, 
who made their butter and their froinenty well, and 
would have felt disgi'aced to make it otherwise. To 
bo lionost and poor was never a Dodson motto, still 
less to seem rich though being poor; rather, the 
family badge was to bo honest and rich ; and not 
only rich, but richer than was supposed. To live 
respected, and have the proper bearers at your fu- 
neral, was an achievement of the ends of existence 
that would bo entirely nullified if, on the reading of 
your Will, you sank in the opinion of your fellow-men, 
either by turning out to be poorer tlian they expected, 
or by leaving your money in a capricious manner, 
without strict regard to degrees of kin. The right 
thing mi|||[^ always bo done towards kindred. The 
right thing was to correct them severely, if they were 
other than a credit to the family, but still not to 
alienate from them the smallest rightful share in the 
family shoe-buckles and other property. A con- 
spicuous quality in the Dodson character waa its 
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genuineness: its vices and virtues alike were phases 
of a proud, honest egoism, which had a hearty dis- 
like to whatever made against its own credit and 
interest, and would bo frankly hard of speech to in- 
convenient “ kin,” but would never forsake or ignore 
them — would not let them want bread, but only re- 
quire them to eat it with bitter herbs. 

The same sort of traditional belief ran in tbo Tnl- 
liver veins, but it was earned in ncher blood, having 
elements of generous imprudence, warm affection, 
and hot-tempered rashness. Mr Tulliver's grand- 
father had been heard to say that ho was descended 
from one Ralph Tulliver, a wonderfully clever fellow, 
who had ruined himfielf. It is likely enough that 
the clever Ralph was n high liver, rode spirited 
horses, and was very decidedly of his own opinion. 
On the other hand, nobody had ever hftard of a Dod- 
son who had mined himself : it was not the way of 
that family. 

If such were the views of life on which the Dod- 
sons and Tull i vers had been reared in the praise- 
worthy past of Pitt and high prices, you will infer 
from what you already know concerning the state of 
society in St Ogg s, that there had been no highly mo- 
difying influence to act on them in their raaturer life. 
It was still possible, even in that later lime of anti- 
Catholio preaching, for people to hold itoiny pagan 
ideas, and believe themselves good church-people 
notwithstanding; so wo need hardly feel any sur- 
prise at the fact that Mr Tulliver, though a regular 
church-goer,^ recorded his vindictiveness on the fly- 
leaf of his Bible. It was not that any harm could 
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be said concerning the vicar of that charming rural 
parish to which Dorlcote Mill belonged : ho was a 
man of eicellent family, an irreproachable bachelor, 
of elegant pursuits, had taken honours, and held a 
fellowship Mr Tullivor regarded him with dutiful 
respect, as he did overytliing else belonging to the 
church-service ; but he considered that church was 
one tiling and common-sense another, and he wanted 
nobody to toll him what common ‘Sense was. Certain 
seeds whicli are required to lind a nidus for thdm- 
Btdves under unfavourable circumstances, bavo been 
supplied by nature with an apparatus of hooks, so 
that they will get a bold on very unreceptive surfaces. 
Tlie spiritual seed wliicli luwl been scattered over 
Mr Tulliver liad apparently been destitute of any 
corresponding provision, and liad slipped off to the 
winds again, Vrom a total absence of hooks. 



CHAPTER II. 

THE TORN NEBT IS ITEKCED HY THE THORNS. 

There is something siistaiiiing in the very agitation 
tliat accompanies tho first shocks of trouble, just as 
an acute pain is often* a stimulus, and produces an 
excitement v'hicli is transient strenglli. It is in tho 
slo^v, changed life that follows— in tho time when 
sorrow has become stale, and has no longer an emo- 
tive intensity tliat counteracts its pain — in the timo 
when day follows day in dull unoxpcctant sarnon 
and trial is a dreary routine ; — it is then that despair 
threatens ; it is then that tho peremptory liunger of 
the soul is felt, and eye and ear are strained after 
some unlearned secret of our existence, \Vl]ich shall 
give to endurance the nature of satisfaction. 

This time of utmost need was cbmo to Maggie, 
with her short span of thirteen years. To tho usual 
precocity of the girl, she added that early experience 
of struggle, of conflict between the inward impulse 
and outward fact, which is the lot of every imagina- 
tive and passionate nature ; and tho years since she 
hammered the nails into her wooden Fetish among 
the worm-eaten shelves of the attic, had been filled 
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with 60 eager a life in the triple world of Eeality, 
Books, and Waking Dreams, that Maggie was 
strangely old for her years in everything except in 
her entire want of that prudence and self-command 
which were the qualities that made Tom manly in 
the midst of his intellectual boyishness. And now 
her lot was beginning to have a still, sad monotony, 
which threw her more than ever on her inward self. 
Her father was able to attend to business again, his 
alTairs weio settled, and he was acting as Wakern’s 
manager on the old spot. Tom went to and fro 
every morning and evening, and became more and 
more silent in the short intervals at home: what 
was there to say? One day Vas like another, and 
Tom's interest in life, driven back and cruslicd on 
every other side, was concentrating itself into the 
one channel df ambitious rosistanco to misfortune. 
The peculiarities of his father and mother were very 
irksome to him, now they were laid bare of all the 
softening accompaniments of an easy prosperous 
home ; for Tom hod very clear prosaic eyes, not apt 
to bo dimmed by mists of feeling or imagination. 
Poor Mrs Tulliver, it seemed, would never recover 
her old self — her placid household activity : how 
could she ? The objects among which her mind had 
moved complacently were all gone — all the little 
hopes, and Bchemes, and speculations, all the plea- 
sant little cares about her treasures which had made 
this world quite comprehensible to her for a quarter 
of a century, since she had made her first purchase 
of the sugar-tongs, had been suddenly snatched away 
from her, and she remained bewdldered in this empty 
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life. Why that should have happened to her which 
had not happened to other women, remained an in- 
soluble question by which she expressed her perj^e- 
tual ruminating comparison of the past with the pre- 
sent. It was piteous to see the comely blond stout 
woman getting thinner and more worn under a bodily 
as well as mental restlessness, which made her often 
wander about tlio empty house after licr work was 
done, until Maggie, becoming alarmed about her, 
would seek her, and bring her dowm by telling her 
how it vexed Tom that she was injuring her liealth 
by never sitting down and resting herself. Yet 
amidst this helpless imbecility there was a touching 
trait of humble self-flovoting maternity, which nnido 
Maggie feel tenderly tow^ards her poor mother amidst 
all the little wearing griefs caused by her mental 
feebleness. She would lei Maggig do none of the 
work that was heaviest and most soiling to the hands, 
and was quite peevish when Maggie attempte* f to 
relieve her from lier grate-brushing and scoiiriirg : 

Let it alone, my dear; your hands 'ull get as hard 
as hard,” she would say : “ it’s your mother’s place 
to do that. I can't do the sewing — my eyes fail me.” 
And she would still brush and carefully tend Mag- 
gie’s hair, which she had become reconciled to, in 
spite of its refusal to curl, now it was so long and 
massy. Maggie was not her pet child, and, in gene- 
ral, would have been much better if she had been 
quite dififerciit ; yet the womanly heart, so bruised 
in its small personal desires, found a future to rest 
on in the life of this young thing, and the mother 
pleased herself with wearing out her own hands to 
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save tho hands that had so much more life in 
them. 

But tho constant presence of her mother s regret- 
ful bowildorment was less painful to Maggie than 
that of her father’s sulleu incommunicative depres- 
sion. Ah long as tho paralysis was upon him, and 
it seemed as if he might always bo in a childlike 
condition of dependence — as long as lio was still 
only lull f-n wakened to his trouble, Maggie had felt 
the strong tide of pitying love almost as an inspira- 
tion, a now^power, that would make the most diffi- 
cult life easy for hia sake ; but now, instead of child- 
like depondonce tlioro had come a taciturn hard con- 
contratiou of i>iirp() 8 o, in strange contrast witli his 
old vehement conmiunicativeiioss and high spirit; 
and this lasted from day to day, and from week .to 
week, tho difll ,oyo never brightening with any 
eagerness or any joy. It is something cruelly in- 
comprehensible to youthful natures, this sombre 
sameness in middle-aged and elderly people, whoso 
life has resulted in disappointment and discontent, 
to whoso faces a smile becomes so strange that the 
sad lines all about the lips and brow seem to take 
no notice of it, and it hurries away again for wont 
of a welcome. “ Why will they not kindle up and 
be glad sometimes?” thinks young elasticity, “It 
M'^ould be 80 easy if they only liked to do it.” And 
these leaden clouds that never part are apt to create 
impatience even in the filial afifection that streams 
forth in nothing but tenderness and pity in the time 
of more obvious atfliction. 

Mr Tulliver lingered nowhere away from home: 
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he hurried away from market, he refused all invita- 
tions to stay and ohat, as in old times, in the liouscs 
where ho called on business. He could not bo re- 
conciled with his lot : there was no attitude in 
which his pride did not feel its bruises ; and in nil 
behaviour towards hitfa, whether kind or cold, lie de- 
tected an allusion to the change in his circumstances. 
Even the daj^s on which Wakem came to ride round 
the land and inquire into the business, were not so 
black to him as those market-days on whicli he had 
met several creditors who had accepted composi- 
tion from him. To save something towards the* re- 
payment of those creditors, was tlio object towards 
wdiich be was now*bending all his thoughts and 
efforts ; and under the influence of tliis all -compel- 
ling demand of his nature, the somewhat profuse 
man, who hated to be stinted or to stiftt any one else 
in his own house, was gradually motamorphosod into 
the keen-eyed grudger of morsels. Mrs TulHver 
could not economise enough to sertisfy liim, in their 
food and firing ; and lie would cat iiotliing himself 
but what was of tlio coarsest quality. Torn, though 
depressed and strongly repelled by his fethcr’s sul- 
lenness, and the dreariness of home, entered thor- 
oughly into his father's feelings about paying the 
creditors; and the poor lad brought his first quar- 
ter's money, with a delicious sense of achievement, 
and gave it to his father to put into the tin box 
w^hich held the savings. Tlie little store of sove- 
reigns in the tin box seemed to bo the only sight 
that brought a faint beam of pleasure into the mil- 
ler's eyes — faint and transient, for it was soon dis- 
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pelled by the thought that the time would bo long 
— perhaps longer than his life — before the narrow 
savings could remove tlie hateful incubus of debt. 
A deficit of more than five hundred pounds, with the 
accumulating interest, seemed a deep pit to fill with 
the savings from thirty shillings a-week, even when 
Tom’s probable savings were to be added. On this 
one point there was entire community of feeling in 
the four widely differing beings who sat round the 
dying fire of sticks, which made a cheap warmth for 
them on the verge of bod-time. Mrs Tulliver car- 
ried the juoud integrity of tlie Dodsons in her blood, 
and had been brought up to think that to wrong 
people of their money, which W'^s another phrase for 
debt, was a sort of moral jullory : it would have 
boon wickedness, to her mind, to liavo run counter 
to her hiisbancrs desire to “do the right thing,” and 
retrieve his name. She had a confused dreamy no- 
tion tliat, if the creditors were all paid, her plate 
and linen ought to come back to her; but she had 
an inbred perception that wbilo people owed money 
they wore unable to pay, they couldn’t rightly call 
anything their own. She murmured a little that Mr 
Tulliver so percMiiptonly refused to receive anything 
in repayment from Mr and Mrs Moss ; but to all his 
requirements of household economy she was sub- 
missive to the point of denying lieiself the cheap- 
est indulgences of mere flavour; her only^ rebel- 
lion was to smuggle into the kitchen sometMng 
tiiat w(nild make rather a better supper than usual 
for Tom. 

These narrow notions about debt, held by the old- 
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asliioned Tullivers, may perhaps excite a smile on 
the faces of many readers in tliese days of wide com- 
mercial views and wide philosophy, according to 
which everything rights itself without any trouble 
of ours : the fact that my tradesman is out of poc- 
ket by me, is to be looked at through the serene 
certainty that somebody elso's tradesman is in poc- 
ket by somebody else ; and since there must bo bad 
debts ill the world, why, it is mere egoism not to 
like that wo in particular should make them in- 
stead of our follow-citizens. I am telling tlie his- 
toiy of very simple people, wlio had never had any 
illuminating doubts as to personal integrity and 
honour. 

Under all this giiin melancholy and narrowing 
concentration of desire, Mr Tulliver retained the 
feeling towards his ‘‘little wench wWch made her 
presence a need to him, though it would not suffn'o 
to cheer him. Slio was still the desire of liis oyoo ; 
but the sweet spring of fatherly lovo was now 
mingled with bitterness, like everything else. When 
Maggie laid down -her work at night, it was lior 
habit to got a low stool and sit by her father’s knee, 
leaning her cheek against it. How she wished ho 
would stroke her head, or give somo sign that ho 
was soothed by the sense that ho had a daugliter 
who loved him 1 But now she got no answer to her 
little caresses, either from her father or from Tom 
— ti^e tu'o idols of her life. Tom was weary and 
abstracted in the short intervals when ho was at 
home, and her father was bitterly prcoconpied with 
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shooting up into a woman ; and how was she to do 
well in life ? She had a poor chance for marrying, 
down in the world as they were. And ho hated the 
thought of her marrying poorly, as her aunt Gritty 
had done : that would bo a thing to make him turn 
in his grave — the littlo wench so pulled down by 
children and toil, as her aunt Moss was. When un- 
cultured minds, confined to a narrow range of per- 
sonal experience, are under the pressure of continued 
misfortuiio, their inward life is apt to })eeomo a per- 
petually repeated round of sad and I'itter thouglits : 
the same words, the same scenes are revolved over 
and over again, the same mood accompanies them — 
the end of the year finds theai as much what they 
wore at the beginning as if they were machines set 
to a recurrent series of movonionts. 

The sarncijosa of the days was broken by few visi- 
tors. Uncles and aunts paid only short visits now : 
of course, they could not stay to meals, and the 
constraint caused by Mr TulHver's savage silcmce, 
which seemed to add to the hollow resonaucc of the 
bare uncarpeted room wlien the aunts were talking, 
heightened the uiiploasantness of tlicso family visits 
on all sides, and tended to make them rare. As for 
other aeqiuiiiitances — there is a chill air sun*ound- 
ing those' who are down in the world, and people are 
glad to get away from them, as from a cold room : 
human beings, more men and women, without furni- 
ture, without anything to offer you, who have ce^od 
to count as anybody, present an embarrassing nega- 
tion of reasons for wishing to see them, or of sub- 
jects on which to converse with them. At that dia- 
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tant day, tliore was a dreary isolation in the civil- 
ised Christian society of these realms for families 
that had dropped below their original level, unless 
they belonged to a sectarian church, which gets 
some warmth of brotherhood by walling in tho * 
vaored fire. 


▼OL. IL 



CHAPTER III. 

A VOICE FROM THE PAST. 

One aft(‘moon, when the chestnuts were coming into 
flower, Maggie had brought her cliair outside the 
front door, and was seated there with a book on her 
knees. Her dark eyes had wandered from the book, 
but they did not seem to be enjoying the Buiwhino 
which* pierced the screen of jasmine on the project- 
ing porch at her right, and threw leafy shadows on 
her pale round cheek; they seemed rather to be 
searching for something that was not disclosed by 
the unshine. It had been a more miserable day 
than usual: her father, after a visit of Wakem’s, 
had had a paroxysm of rage, in which for some trif- 
ling fault he had beaten the boy who served in the 
mill. Once before, since his illness, he had had a 
similar paroxysm, in which he had beaten his horse, 
and the scene had left a lasting terror in Maggie’s 
mind. The thought had risen, that some time or 
other he might beat her mother if she happened to 
speak in her feeble way at the wrong moment. The 
keenest of all dread with her was, lest her father 
should add to his present misfortune the wretched- 
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ness of doing something irretrievably disgraceful. 
The battered school-book of Tom's which she held 
on her knees could give her no foi*titude under the 
pressure of that dread, and again and again her eyes 
had filled with tears, as they wandered vaguely, see- 
ing neither the chestnut-trees nor the distant hori- 
zon, but only future scenes of home-sorrow. 

Suddenly she was roused by the sound of the 
opening gate and of footsteps on the gravel. It was 
ii%t Tom who was entering, but a man in a seal-skin 
cap and a blue plush waistcoat, carrying a pack on 
his back, and followed closely by a bull- terrier of 
brindled coat and defiant aspect • 

“ 0 Bob, it's you I said Maggie, starting up with 
a smile of pleased recognition, for there had been no 
abundance of kind acts to efface the recollection of 
Bob’s generosity ; I'm so glad to see you." 

“ Thank you. Miss," said Bob, lifting his cap and 
showing a delighted face, but immediately roli.'ving 
himself of some accompanying cmbarrassmenL by 
looking down at his dog, and saying in a tone of 
disgust, “ Glet out wi' you, you thunderin' sawney I" 

“ My brother is not at home yet,. Bob," said 
Maggie; ^^he is always at St Ogg’s in the day- 
time," 

“ Well, Miss, "said Bob, “ I should be glad to see 
Mr Tom — but that isn't just what I'm come for — 
look here I ” 

Bob was in the act of depositing his pack on the 
door-step, and with it a row of small books fastened 
together with string. Apparently, however, they 
were not the object to which he wished to call 
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Maggie’s attention, bnt rather something which he 
had carried under his arm, wrapped in a red hand- 
kerchief. 

“ See here I " he said again, laying the red parcel 
on the others and unfolding it ; “ you won’t think 
I’m a-makin’ too free, Miss, T hope, but I lighted 
on these books, and I thought they might make up 
to you a bit for them as you’ve lost ; for I beared 
you speak o’ picture — an’ as for picturs, look here I ” 
The. opening of the red handkerchief had dfl- 
olosod a superannuated “ Keepsake ” and six or 
seven numbers of a “ Portrait Gallery,” in royal 
octavo ; and the emphatic request to look referred 
to a portrait of George the Fourth in all the 
majesty of his depressed cranium and voluminous 
neckcloth. 

There's all sorts o’ genelinen here,” Bob went 
on, turning over tlie leaves with some excitement, 
“ wi’ all sorts o* noses — an’ some bald an’ some wi’ 
wigs — Parlament genelmen, I reckon. An’ here,” 
he added, opening the Keepsake,” “ here^s ladies 
for you, some wi’ curly hair and some wi’ smooth, 
an’ some a-smiling wi’ their heads o’ one side, an’ 
some* as if they was goin’ to cry — look here — 
a-sittin’ on the ground out o’ door, dressed like the 
ladies I’n seen got out o’ the carriages at the balls 
in th’ Old Hall there. My eyes, I wonder what 
i^tho chaps wear as go a-courtin’ ’em I I sot up till 
the clock was gone twelve last night a-lookin’ at 
^em — I did — till they staled at me out o’ the pic- 
turs as if they’d know when I spoke to -’em. But, 
lore 1 I shouldn’t know what to say to ’em. They’ll 
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be more fittin’ ^company for you, Miss, and tbe 
man at the book-stall, he said they banged ivery- 
thing for picturs — he said they was a fust- rate 
article.’' 

“And you've bought them for me, Bob?" said 
Maggie, deeply touched by this simple kindness. 

“ How very, very good of you I But I’m afraid 
you gave a great deal of money for them." 

“ Not me 1 ” said Bob. “ I’d ha’ gev three times 
tlje money if they’ll make up to you a bit for them 
as was sold away from you, Miss. For I’li niver 
forgot how you looked when you fretted about the 
books bein’ gone — it’s stuck by me as if it was a 
pictur hingin’ before Ine. An’ when I see’d the 
book open upo’ the stall, wi' the lady lookin’ out 
of i^ wi’ eyes a bit like your’n when you was fret- 
tin’ — you’ll excuse my takin’ the libefty, Miss — I 
thought I’d make free to buy it for you, an’ then I 
bought the books full o’ genelmon to match — an’ 
then" — hero Bob took up the small stringed packet 
of books — “I thought you might like a bit more 
print as well as the picturs, an* I got these for a 
say-so — they’re cram-full o’ print, an’, I thought 
they’d do no harm cornin’ along wd’ these better- 
most books. An' I hope you won’t say me nay, an’ 
tell me as you won’t have 'em, like Mr Tom did wi’ 
the suvreigns.’’ 

“ No, indeed. Bob,” said Maggie, “ I’m very thank- , 
fill to you for thinking of me, and being so good to 
me and Tom. I don’t think any one ever did such 
a kind thin^ for me before. I haven’t many {riends 
who care for me." 
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“ Hev a dog, Miss ! — they re better friends nor any 
Christian,” said Bob, laying down his pack again, 
which lie had taken up with the intention of hurrying 
away ; for he felt considerable shyness in talking to 
a young lass like Maggie, though, as he usually said 
of himself, ‘‘ his tongue overrun him ” when he 
began to speak. “ I can't give you Mumps, 'cause 
he\l break his heart to go awaj’^ from me — eh, Mumps, 
what do you say, you riff-raff?" — (Mumps declined 
to express himself more diffusely than by a single 
affirmative movement of his tail.) But I’d get you 
a pup. Miss, an^ welcome." 

“ No, thank you. Bob. We have a yard dog, and 
I mayn't keep a dog of my o\^ti." 

“ Eh, that's a pity : else there's a pup — ^if you 
didn’t mind about it not being thoroughbred; its 
mother actgf in the Punch show — an uncommon 
sensable bitch — she means more sense wi' her bark 
nor half the chaps can put into their talk from 
breakfast to sundown. There's one chap carries 
pots, — a poor low trade as any on the road, — ^he says, 
‘ Why, Toby’s nought but a mongrel — ^there's nought 
to look at in her.’ But I says to him, ‘ Why, what 
are you yoursen but a mongrel? There wasn't 
much pickin' o' y6ur feyther an' mother, to look at 
you.' Not but what I like a bit o' breed myself, but I 
can't abide to see one cur grinnin' at another. I wish 
you good evenin', Miss,” added Bob, abruptly taking 
up his pack again, under the consciousness that his 
tongue was acting in an undisciplined manner. 

“ Won't you come in the evening some time, and 
see my brother, Bob?” said Maggie. 
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" Yes, Miss, thank you — another time. Tonll 
give my duty to him, if you please. Eh, he's a lino 
growed chap, Mr*.Tom is ; he took to growin’ i* the 
legs, an' I didn’t." 

The pack was down again, now — the hook of the 
stick having somehow gone wrong. 

“You don't call Mumps a cur, I suppose?” said 
Maggie, divining that any interest she showed in 
Mumps would be gratifying to his master. 

“ No, Miss, a fine way off that,” said Bob, with a 
pitying smile; “Mumps is as fine a cross as you’ll 
see anywhere along the Floss, an' I’n been up it wi’ 
the barge times enoo. Why, the gentry stops to 
look at him ; but you •won't catch Mumps a-looking 
at the gentry much — he minds his own business, he 

does.”* 

« 

The expression of Mumps’s face, whieh seemed to 
be tolerating the superfluous existence of objects in 
general, was strongly confirmatory of this high praise. 

“ He looks dreadfully surly,” said Maggie. 

Would he let me pat him ?” 

“ Ay, that would he, and thank you. He knows 
his company, Mumps does. He isn't a ^og as 'ull 
be caught wi' gingerbread: he’d smell a thief a 
good deal stronger nor the gingerbread — he would. 
Lors, I talk to him by th’ hour together, when I’m 
walking i’ lone places, and if I’n done a bit o’ mis- 
chief, I allays tell him. I’n got no secrets but what 
Mumps knows 'em. He knows about my big thumb, 
he doea” 

“Your big thumb — what’s that, Bob?” said 
Maggie. 
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“ That's what it is, Miss,” said Bob, quickly, ex- 
hibiting a singularly broad specimen of that differ- 
ence between the man and the mcaikey. “ It tells 
i' measuring out the flannel, you see. I carry flannel, 
’cause it's light for my pack, an' it's dear stuff, you 
see, so a big thumb tells. I clap my thumb at the 
end o' the yard and cut o* the hither side of it, and 
tly old women aren't up to't.” 

“But, Bob,” said Maggie, looking serious, “that's 
cheating: I don't like to hear you say that.” 

“ Don't you, Miss ? ” said Bob, regretfully. “ Then 
I'm sorry I said it. But I'm so used fo talking to 
Mumps, an’ he doesn’t mind a bit o' cheating, when 
it’s them skinflint women, as liagglo an* haggle, an' 
'ud like to get their flannel for nothing, an’ 'ud niver 
ask theirselves how I got my dinner out on't. I 
niver cheat «anybody as doesn’t want to cheat me, 
Miss — lors, I'm a honest chap, I am ; only I must 
hev a bit o' sport, an' now I don't go wi' the ferrets, 
I'n got no varmint to come over but them haggling 
women. I wish you good evening, Miss.” 

“ Good-by, Bob. Thank you very much for 
bringing me the books. And come again to see 
Tom.” 

“Yes, Miss,” said Bob, moving on a few steps; 
then turning half round, he said, “ I’ll leave off that 
trick wi^ my big thumb, if you don't think well on 
me for it. Miss — ^but it 'ud be a pity, it would. I 
couldn’t find another trick so good — an' what *ud be 
the use o' havin' a big thumb ? It might as ^ell ha’ 
been narrer.” 

Maggie, thus exalted into Bob^s directing Ma- 
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donna, laughed in spite of herself; at which her 
worshipper’s blue eyes twinkled too, and under 
these favouring auspices ho touched his cap and 
walked away. 

The days of chivalry arc not gone, notwithstand- 
ing Burke’s grand dirge over them : they live still 
in that far-off worship paid by many a youth and 
man to the woman of whom he never dreams thaj|he 
shall touch so much as her little finger or the hem 
of her robe. Bob, with the pack on his back, had as 
respectful an adoration for this dark-eyed maiden as 
if he had been a knight in armour calling aloud on 
her name as ho pricked on to the fight. 

' That gleam of m^rirnent soon died away from 
Maggie’s face, and perhaps only made the returning 
gloom deeper by contrast.' She was too dispirited 
even to like answering questions abeut Bob's pre- 
sent of books, and she carried them away to her 
bedroom, laying them down there and seating her- 
self on her one stool, without caring to look at thorn 
just yet. She leaned her cheek against the window- . 
frame, and thought that the light-hearted Bob had a 
lot much happier than hers. 

Maggie’s sense of* loneliness, and utter privation 

y of joy, had deepened with the brightness of advanc- 
ing spring. All the favourite out-door nooks about 
home, which seemed to have done their part with 
her parents in nurturing and cherishing her, were 
now mixed up with the home-sadness, and gathered 
no smile from the sunshine. Every affection, every 
delight' the poor child had had, was like an aching 
nerve to her. There was no music for her any more 
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— no piano, no liarmonised voices, no delicious 
stringed instruments, with tbeir passionate cries 
of imprisoned spirits sending a strange vibration 
through her frame. And of all her school-life there 
was nothing left her now but her little collection of 
school-books, which she turned over with a sicken- 
ing sense that she knew them all, and they were all 
ba|j|0n of comfort. Even at school she had often 
wished for books with more in them ; everything she 
learned there seemed like the ends of long threads 
that snapped immediately. A nd now — without the 
indirect charm of school-emulation — Teleraaque was 
mere bran ; so were the hard diy questions on 
Christian doctrine : there was ho flavour in them — 
no strength. Sometimes Maggie thought she could 
have been contented with absorbing fancies : if phe 
could have bad all Scott's novels and all Byron's 
poems I — then, perhaps, she might have found hap- 
piness enough to dull her sensibility to her actual 
daily life. And yet .... they were hardly what 
she wanted. She could make dream-worlds of her 
own — ^but no dream-world would satisfy her now. 
She wanted some explanation of this hard, real life : 
the unhappy-looking father, seated at the dull break- 
fast table ; the childish, bewildered mother ; the 
little sordid tasks that filled the hours, or the more 
oppressive emptiness of .weary, joyless leisure ; the 
need of some tender, demonstrative love ; the cruel 
sense that Tom didn’t mind what she thought or 
felt, and that they were no longer playfellows to- 
gether j the privation of all pleasant things that had 
come to her more than to others : she wanted some - 
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key that would enable her to understand, and, in 
understanding, endure, the heavy weight that had 
fallen on her young heart. If she had been taught 
real learning and wisdom, such as great men knew,” 
she thought she should have held the secrets of life; 
^if she had only books, that she might leani for her- 
self what wise men knew I Saints and martyrs had 
never interested Maggie so much as sages and pojgts. 
She knew little of saints and martyrs, and had ga- 
thered, as a general result of her teaching, that they 
were a temporary provision against the spread of 
Catholicism, and had all died at Smithfield. 

In one of these meditations, it occurred to her 
that she had forgottSn Tom^s school-books, which 
liad been sent home in his trunk. But she found 
the. stock unaccountably shrunk down to the few 
old ones which had been well thumbed — the Latin 
Dictionary and Grammar, a Pelectus, a tom Eutro- 
pius, the well-worn Virgil, Aldrich's Logic, and the 
exasperating Euclid. Still, Latir), Euclid, an*! Logic 
would surely be a considerable step in masculine 
wisdom — in that knowledge which made men con- 
tented, and even glad to live. Not that the yearn- 
ing for effectual wisdom was quite uhmixed : a cer- 
tain mirage would now and then rise on the desert of 
the future, in which she seemed to see herself hon- 
oured for her surprising attainments. And so the 
poor child, with her soul’s hunger and her illusions 
of self-flattery, began to nibble at this thick-iinded 
fruit of the tree of knowledge, filling her vacant 
hours with Latin, geometry, and the forms of the 
eyllogjsm, and feeling a gleam of triumph now and 
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then tliat her understanding was quite equal to 
these peculiarly masculine studies. For a week or 
two slie went on resolutely enough, though with an 
occasional sinking of heart, as if she had set out 
toward the Promised Land alone, and found it a 
thirsty, trackless, uncertain journey. In the sever-, 
ity of her early resolution, she would take Aldrich 
out into the fields, and then look off her book to- 
wards the sky, where the lark was twinkling, or to 
the reeds and bushes by the river, from which the 
water-fowl rustled forth on its anxious, awkward 
flight — with a startled sense that the relation be- 
tween Aldrich and this living world was extremely 
remote for her. The discouragement deepened as 
the days went on, and the eager heart gained faster 
and faster on the patient mind. Somehow, when.Bho 
sat at the wihdow with her book, her eyes would fix 
themselves blankly on, the out-door sunshine ; then 
they would fill with tears, and sometimes, if her 
mother w^as not in the room, the studies would all 
end in sobbing. She rebelled against her lot, she 
fainted under its loneliness, and fits even of anger 
and hatred towwds her father and mother, who were 
so unlike what she would have them to be — towards 
Tom, who checked her, and met her thought or 
feeling always by some thwarting difference — would 
fiow out over her affections and conscience like a 
lava stream, and frighten her with the sense that it 
was not difficult for her to become a demon. Then 
her brain would be busy with wild romances of a 
flight from home in search of something less sordid 
and dreary : she would go to some great man-^ 



THE MILL ON THE FLOSS. 


29 


Walter Soott, perhaps — and toll him how wretched 
and how clever she was, and ho would surely do 
something for her. But, in the middle of her vision, 
her father would perhaps enter the room for the 
evening, and, surprised that sho sat still without 
noticing him, would say, complaini ugly, Come, am 
I to fetch my slippers myself? ” The voice pierced 
through Maggie like a sword : there was another 
sadness besides her own, and she had been thinking 
of turning her back on it and forsaking it. 

This afternoon, the sight of Bob's cheerful freckled 
face had given her discontent a now direction. She 
thought it was part of the hardship of her life that 
there was laid upon her the burthen of larger wants 
than others seemed to feel — that she had to endure 
thi» wide hopeless yearning for that something, 
whatever it was, that was greatest and best on this 
earth. She wished sho could have been like Bob, 
with his easily satisfied ignorance, or like Torn, w!*o 
had something to do on which lie could fix his mind 
with a steady purpose, and disregard everything else. 
Poor child ! as she leaned her head against the win- 
dow-frame, with her hands clasped tighter arid tighter, 
and her foot beating the ground, she was as lonely in 
her trouble as if she had been the only girl in the 
civilised world of that day who had come out of 
her school-life with a soul untrained for inevitable 
struggles — with no other part of her inherited share 
in the hard-won treasures of thought, which genera- 
tions of painful toil have laid up for the race of men, 
than shreds and patches of feeble literature and false 
histoiy — with much futile information about Saxon 
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and other kings of doubtful example — ^but unhappily 
quite without that knowledge of the irreversible laws 
within and without her, which, governing the habits, 
becomes morality, and, developing the feelings of 
submission and dependence, becomes religion: — as 
lonely in her trouble as if every other girl besides 
herself had been cherished and watched over by 
elder minds, not forgetful of their own early time, 
when need was keen and impulse strong. 

At last Maggie’s eyes glanced down on the books 
that lay on the window-shelf, and she half ^ forsook 
her reverie to turn over listlessly the leaves of the 
^‘Portrait Gallery,” but she soon pushed this aside 
to examine the little row of books tied together with 
string. “Beauties of the Spectator,” “Easselas,” 
“ Economy of Htiinan Life,” “ Gregory’s Letters ” 
— she knew ^he sort of matter that was inside all 
these : the “ Christian Year ” — that seemed to be a 
hymn-book, and she laid it down again ; but Thomas 
d Kempis f — the name had come across her in her 
reading, and she felt the satisfaction, which every 
one knows, of getting some ideas to attach to a name 
that strays solitary in the memory. She took up 
the little, old, clumsy book with some curiosity : it 
had the corners turned down in many places, and 
some hand, now for ever quiet, had made at certain 
passages strong pen-and-ink marks, long.;>^ince 
browned by time. Maggie turned from leaf to 
leaf, and read where the quiet hand pointed .... 
“ Know that the love of thyself doth hurt thee more 

than anything in the world If thou seekest 

this or that, and wouldst be here or there to enjoy 
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thy own will and pleasure, thou shalt never be quiet 
nor free from care ; for in everything somewhat will 
be wanting, and in every place there will be some 

that will cross thee Both above and below, 

which way soever thou dost turn thee, everywhere 
thou shalt find the Cross : and everywhere of neces- 
sity thou must have patience, if thou wilt have in- 
ward peace, and enjoy an everlasting crown 

If thou desire to mount unto this height, thou must 
set out courageously, and lay the axe to the root, 
tliat thou mayst pluck up and destroy that hidden 
inordinate inclination to thyself, and unto all private 
and earthly good. On this sin, that a ‘man inordin- 
ately loveth himself, almost all dependeth, whatso- 
ever is thoroughly to be overcome; which evil being 
once overcome and subdued, there will presently 
ensue great peace and tranquillity. . . It is but 

little thou Bufferest in comparison of them that have 
suffered so much, wore so strongly tempted, so griev- 
ously afflicted, so many ways tried and exercised. 
Thou oughtest therefore to call to mind the more 
heavy sufferings of others, that thou mayst the 
easier bear thy little adversities. And if they seem 
not little unto thee, beware lest thy impatience be 
the cause thereof. .... Blessed are those ears that 
receive the whispers of the divine voice, and listen 
not to the whisperings of the world. Blessed are 
those ears which hearken not unto the voice which 
Boundeth outwardly, but unto the Truth which 

teaoheth inwardly ” 

A strange thrill of awe passed through Maggie 
while she read, as if she had been wakened in the* 
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night by a strain of solemn music, telling of beings 
whose souls had been astir while hers was in stupor. 
She went on from one brown mark to another, where 
the quiet hand seemed to point, hardly conscious that 
she was reading — seeming rather to listen while a 
low voice said — 

“Why dost thou here gaze about, since this is 
not the place of thy rest ? In heaven ought to be 
thy dwelling, and all earthly things are to be looked 
on as they forward thy journey thither. All things 
pass away, and thou together with them. Beware 
thou cleave not unto them, Test thou be entangled 

and perish If a man should give all his 

substance, yet it is as nothing. And if he should 
do great penances, yet arc they but little. And if 
he should attain to all knowledge, ho is yet far pff. 
And if he slfould be of great virtue, and very fer- 
vent devotion, yet is there much wanting ; to wit, 
one thing, which is most necessary for him. What 
is that ? That having left all, he leave himself, and 
go wholly out of himself, and retain nothing of self- 

love I have often said unto thee, and now 

again I say the same. Forsake thyself, resign thy- 
self, and thou shalt enjoy much inward peace’ . , • . 
Then shall all vain imaginatioms, evil perturbations, 
and superfluous cares fly away; then sliall immoder- 
ate fear leave thee, and inordinate love shall die.” 

Maggie drew a long breath and pushed her heavy 
hair badk, as if to see a sudden vision more clearly. 
Here, then, was a secret of life that would enable 
her to renounce aU other secrets — ^here was a sublime 
height to be reached without the help of outward 
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things — here was insight, and strength, and con- 
quest, to be won by means entirely within her own 
soul, where a supreme Teewiher was waiting to be 
heard. It flashed through her liko the suddenly 
apprehended solution of a problem, that all the 
miseries of her young life had como from fixing her 
heart on her own pleasure, as if that were the central 
necessity of the universe ; and for the first time she 
saw the possibility of shifting the position from which 
she looked at the gratiffcation of her own desires, of 
taking her stand out of herself, and looking at her 
own life as an insignificant part of a divinely-guid- 
ed whole. She read on and on in the old book, 
devouring eagerly the Sialogues with the invisible 
Teacher, the pattern of sorrow, the source of all 
strength ; returning to it after she had been called 
away, and reading till the sun went down*behind the 
willows. Witli all the huiry of an imagination that 
could never rest in the present, she sat in the deep- 
ening twilight forming plans of self-humiliation and 
entire devotedness ; and, in the ardour of first dis- 
covery, renunciation seemed to her the entrance into 
that satisfaction which she had so long been cfaving 
in vain. She had not perceived — how could she 
until she had lived longer ? — the inmost truth of the 
old monk's outpourings, that renunciation remains 
sorrow, though a sorrow borne willingly. Maggie 
was. still panting for happiness, and was in ecstasy 
because she had found the key to it. She knew 
nothing of doctrines and systems — of mysticism or 
quietism ; but this voice out of the far-off iliiddle 
ages was the direct communication of a human sours 
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belief and experience, and came to Maggie as an nn- 
questioned message. 

1 . suppose that is the reason why the small old 
fashioned book, for which you need only pay six 
pence at a book-stall, works miracles to this day, 
turning bitter waters into sweetness : while expen- 
sive seriiions and treatises, newly issued, leave all 
things as they were before. It was written down 
by a hand that waited for the heart’s prompting; 
it is the chroniole of a solitary, hidden anguish, 
struggle, trust and triumph — not written on velvet 
cushions to teach endurance to those who are tread- 
ing with bleeding feet on the stones. And so it 
remains to all time a lasting record of human needs 
and human consolations : the voice of a brother who, 
ages ago, felt and suffered and renounoei — in the 
cloister, pbrhaps, with serge gown and tonsured 
head, with much chanting and long fasts, and with 
a fashion of speech different from ours — but under 
the same silent far-off heavens, and with the same 
passionate desires, the same striyings, the same 
failures, the same weariness. 

In writing the history of unfashionable families, 
one is apt to fall into a tone of emphasis which is 
very far from being the tone ^f good society, where 
principles and beliefs are not only of an extremely 
moderate kind, but are always presupposed, no snb- 
jects being eligible but such as can be touched with 
a light and graceful irony. But then, good society 
has its claret and its velveb-carpets, its dinner-en- 
gagements six weeks deep, its opera and its faSry 
ball-rooms ; rides off its ennui on thoroughbred 
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Lorses, lounges at the club, has to keep clear of 
crinoline vortices, gets its science done by Faraday, 
and its religion by the superior clergy who are to 
be met in the best houses : how should it have time 
or need for belief and emphasis ? But good society, 
floated on gossamer wings of light irony, is of very 
expensive production ; requiring nothing less than a 
wide and arduous national life condensed in unfra- 
grant deafening factories, cramping itself in mines, 
sweating at furnaces, grinding, hammering, weaving 
under more or less oppression of carbonic acid — or 
else, spread over sheepwalks, and scattered in lonely 
houses and huts on the^ clayey or chalky corn-lands, 
where the rainy days look dreary. This wide na- 
tional life is based entirely on emphasis — the em- 
phasis of want, which urges it into all the activities 
necessary for the maintenance of good 'society and 
light irony : it spends its heavy years often in a chill, 
uncaipeted fashion, amidst family discord unsoftened 
by long corridors. Under such circumstances, there 
are nnany among its myriads of souls who have ab- 
solutely needed an emphatic belief : life in this un- 
pleasurable shape demanding some solution even to 
unsp©culative minds; just as you inquire into the 
stuffing of your oou<fti when anything galls you 
there, whereas eider-down and perfect French springs 
excite no question. Some have an emphatic belief 
in alcohol, and seek their ekstasis or outside stand- 
ing-ground in gin ; but the rest require something 
that good society calls ‘‘enthusiasm,’’ something that 
will present motives in an entire absence of high 
j>rizes, something that will give patience and feed 
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human love when the limbs ache with weariness^ 
and human looks are hard upon us— something, 
clearly, that lies outside personal desires, that in- 
cludes resignation for ourselves and active love for 
what is not ourselves. Now and then, that sort of 
enthusiasm finds a far-echoing voice that comes from 
an experience springing out of the deepest need. 
And it was by being brought within the long linger- 
ing vibrations of such a' voice that Maggie, with 
her gii-rs face and unnoted sorrows, found an eifort 
and a hope that helped her through years of lone- 
liness, making out a faith for herself without the aid 
of established authorities lyid appointed guides — 
for they were not at hand, and her need was press- 
ing. From what you know of her, you will not be 
surprised that she threw some exaggeration and 
wilfulness, *somo piide and impetuosity, even into 
her self-renunciation : her own life was still a drama 
for her, in wljich she demanded of herself that her 
part should be played with intensity. And so it 
came to pass that she often lost the spirit of humility 
by being excessive in the outward' act ; she often 
strove after too high a flight, and came down with 
her poor little half-fledged wings dabbled in the 
mud. For example, she not only,, determined to 
work at plain sewing, that she might contribute 
something towards the fimd in the tin box, but she 
went, in the first instance, in her zeal of self-morti- 
fication, to ask for it at a linen-shop in St Ogg*s, 
instead of getting it in a more quiet and indirect 
way ; and could see nothing but what was entirely 
wrong and unkind, nay, persecuting, in Tom’s reproof 
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of hor for this TuanecesBary act. “ I don’t like my 
sister to do such things,” said Tom ; Til take care 
that the debts are paid, without your lowering your- 
self in that way,” Surely there was some tender- 
ness and bravery mingled with the worldliness and 
self-assertion of that little speech ; but Maggie held 
it as dross, overlooking the grains of gold, and took 
Tom*s rebuke as one of her outward crosses. Tom 
was very hard to her, she used to think, in her long 
night-watch ings — ^to her who had always loved him 
BO ; »and then she strove to be contented with that 
hardness, and to require nothing. That is the path 
we all like when we sej out on our abandonment of 
egoism — the path of martyrdom and endurance, 
where the palm -branches grow, rather than the 
steep highway of tolerance, just allowance, and self- 
blame, where there are no leafy honours to be 
gathered and worn. 

The old books, Virgil, Euclid, and Aldrich — that 
wrinkled fruit of the tree of knowledge — ^had been 
all laid by ; for Maggie had turned her back on the 
vain ambition to share the thoughts of the wife. In 
her first ardour she flung away the books with a sort 
of triiamph that she had risen above the need of them; 
and if they had been her own, she would^have burned 
them, believing that she would never repent. She 
read so eagerly and constantly in her three books, 
the Bible, Thomas -i-Kempis, and the “ Christian 
Year" (no longer rejected as a “hymn-book"), that 
they filled her mind with a continual stream of 
rhythmic memories ; and she was too ardently learn- 
ing to see all nature and life in the light of her new 
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faith, to need any other material for her mind to work 
on, as she sat with her well-plied needle, making 
shirts and other complicated stitchings, falsely called 
“ plain” — ^by no means plain to Maggie, since wrist- 
band and sleeve and the like had a capability of being 
sewed in wrong side outwards in moments of mental 
wandering. 

Hanging diligently over her sewing, Maggie was 
a sight any one might have been pleased to look at. 
That new inward life of hers, notwithstanding some 
volcanic upheavings of imprisoned passions, yet shone 
out in her face with a tender soft light that mingled 
itself as added loveliness wit^ the gradually enriched 
colour and outline of her blossoming youth. Her 
mother felt the change in her with a sort of puzzled 
wonder that Maggie should be “growing up so good 
it was ama^ng that this once “ contrairy ” child was 
become so submissive, so backward to assert her own 
will. Maggie used to look up from her work and find 
her mother’s eyes fixed upon her : they were watch- 
ing and waiting for the large young glance, as if her 
elder frame got some needful warmth from it. The 
mother was getting fond of her tall, brown girl, the 
only bit of furniture now on which she could bestow 
her anxiety and pride ; and Maggie, in spite of her 
own ascetic wish to have no personal adornment, was 
obliged to give way to her mother about her hair, and 
submit to have the abundant black locks plaited into 
a coronet on the summit of her head, after the pitiable 
fashion of those antiquated times. 

“ Let your mother have that bit o* pleasure, my 
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dear,” said Mrs Tulliver ; “ I*d trouble enough with 
your hair once.” 

So Maggie, glad of anything that would soothe 
her mother, and cheer their long day together, con- 
sented to the vain decoration, and showed a queenly 
head above her old frocks — steadily refusing, how- 
ever, look at herself in the glass. Mrs Tulliver 
liked to call the father’s attention to Maggie’s hair 
and other unexpected virtues, but he had a brusque 
reply to give. 

“ I knew well enough what she’d be, before now 
— it’s nothing new to me. But it's a pity she isn’t 
made o’ commoner stu|^ — she’ll be thrown away, I 
doubt : there’ll be nobody to marry her as is fit for 
her.” 

And Maggie’s graces of mind and body fed his 
gloom. He sat patiently enough while read him 
a chapter, or said something timidly when they wmo 
alone together about trouble being turned into -f 
blessing. He took it all as part of his daughters 
goodness, which made his misfortunes the sadder to 
him because they damaged her chance in life. In 
a mind charged with an eager purpose and an un- 
satisfied vindictiveness, there is no room for now 
feelings : Mr Tulliver did not want spiritual con- 
solation — he wanted to shake off the degradation of 
debt, and to have liis revenge. - 
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WHEAT AND TABES 




CHAPTER L 

IN THE RED DEEPS. 

The family sitting-room was a long room with a 
window at each end ; qne looking towards the croft 
and along the Ripple to the banks of the Floss, the 
other into the mill-yard. Maggie was sitting with 
her work against the latter window when she saw 
Mr Wakem entering the yard, as iisuaf, on his fine 
black horse ; but not alone, as usual. Some one was 
with him — a figure in a cloak, on a handsome pori> 
Maggie had hardly time to feel that it was Philip 
opme back, before they were in front of the window, 
and he was raising his hat to her ; while his father, 
catching the movement by a side-glance,’ looked 
sharply round at them both. 

Maggie hurried away from the window and carried 
her work up-stairs ; for Mr Wakem sometimes came 
in and inspected the books, and Maggie felt that the 
meeting with Philip would be robbed of all pleasure 
in the presence of the two fathers. Some day, per- 
haps, she should see him when they could just shake 
hands, and she could tell him that she remembered 
his goodness to Tom, and the things he had said to 
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her in the old days, though they could never be 
friends any more. It was not at all agitating to 
Maggie to see Philip again: she retained her childish 
gratitude and pity towards him, and remembered his 
cleverness ; and in the early weeks of her loneliness 
she had continually recalled the image of him among 
the people who had been kind to her in life ; often 
wishing she had him for a brother and a teacher, as 
they had fancied it miglit have been, in their talk 
together. But that sort of wishing had been ban- 
ished along with other dreams that savoured of seek- 
ing her own will ; and she thought, besides, that 
Philip might be altered by hi| life abroad — he might 
have become worldly, and really not care about her 
saying anything to him now. And yet, his face was 
wonderfully little altered — it was only a larger, more 
manly copy of the pale small-featured boy’s face, with 
the grey eyes and the boyish waving brown hair: 
there was the old deformity to aw^aken the old pity ; 
and after all her meditations, Maggie felt that she 
really should like to say a few words to him. He 
might still bo melancholy, as he always used to be, 
and like her to look at him kindly. She wondered if 
he remembered how he used to like her eyes ; with 
that thought Maggie glanced towards the square 
looking-glass which wsig condemned to hang with its 
face towards the wall, and she half-started from her 
seat to reach it down ; but she checked herself and 
snatched up her work, trying to repress the lisiug 
wishes by forcing her memory to recall snatches of 
hymns, until she saw Philip and his father returning 
along the road, and she could go down again. 
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It was far on in June now, and Maggie was inclined 
to lengthen the daily walk wliich was her one indul- 
gence; but this day and the following she was so 
busy with work which must be finished that she never 
went beyond the gate, and satisfied her need of the 
open air by sitting out of doors. One of her frequent 
walks, when she was not obliged to go to St Ogg^s, 
was to a spot that lay beyond what was called the 
** Hill ** — an insignificant rise of ground crowned by 
trees, lying along the side of the road which ran by 
the gates of Dorlcote Mill. Insignificant I call it, 
because in height it was hardly more than a bank ; 
but there may come moments when Nature makes 
a mere bank a means towards a fateful result, and 
that is why I ask you to imagine this high bank 
crowned with trees, making an uneven wall for 
some quarter of a mile along the left side of Dorl- 
coto Mill and the pleasant fields behind it, bounded 
by the murmuring Ripple. Just where this line of 
bank sloped down again to the level, a by-road 
turned ofi* and led to the other side of the rise, 
where it was broken into very capricious hollows 
and mounds by the working of an exhausted stone- 
quarry— so long exhausted that both mounds and 
hollows were now clothed with brambles and trees, 
and here and there by a stretch of grass which a 
few sheep kept close-nibbled. In her childish days 
Maggie held this place, called the Red Deeps, in 
very great awe, and needed all her confidence in 
Tom’s bravery to reconcile her to an excursion 
thither — visions of robbers and fierce animals 
haunting every hollow. But now it had the charm 
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for her which any broken ground, any mimio rook 
and ravine, have for the eyes that rest habitually 
on the level ; especially in summer, when she could 
sit on a grassy hollow under the shadow of a branoh- 
ir>g ash, stooping aslant from the steep above her, 
and listen to the hum of insects, like tiniest bells on 
the garment of Silence, or see the sunlight piercing 
the distant boughs, as if to chase and drive home 
the truant heavenly blue of the wild hyacinths. In 
this June time too, the dog-roses were in their 
glory, and that was an additional reason why 
Maggie should direct her walk to the lied Deeps, 
rather than to any other sp^t, on the first day she 
was free to wander at her will — a pleasure she 
loved so well, tliat sometimes, in her ardours of 
renunciation, she thought she ought to deny. her- 
self the freqflient indulgence in it 

You may see her now, as she walks down the fa- 
vourite turning, and enters the Deeps by a narrow 
path through a grov^ of Scotch firs — her tall figure 
and old lavender-gown visible through an hereditaiy 
black-silk shawl of some wide-meshed net-like mate- 
rial ; and now she is sure of being unseen, she takes 
off her bonnet and ties it over her arm. One would 
certainly suppose her to be farther on in life than 
her seventeenth year — perhaps because of the slow 
resigned sadness of the glance, from which all search 
and unrest seem to have departed, perhaps because 
her broad-chested figure has the mould of early 
wou.anhood. Youth and health have withstood 
well the involuntary and voluntary hardships of 
her lot, and tbe nights in which she has lain on 
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the hard door for a penance have left no obvious 
trace ; the eyes are liquid, the brown cheek is firm 
and rounded, the full lips are red. With her dark 
colouring and jet crown surmounting her tall figure, 
she seems to have a sort of kinship with the grand 
Scotch firs, at which she is looking up as if she 
loved them well. Yet one has a sense of uneasiness 
in looking at her — a sense of opposing elements, of 
which a fierce collision is imminent : surely there is 
a hushed expression, such as one often sees in older 
faces under borderless caps, out of keeping with the 
resistant youth, which one expects to flash out in a 
sudden, passionate gli^ce, that will dissipate all the 
quietude, like a damp fire leaping out again when all 
seemed safe. 

But Maggie herself was not uneasy at this moment. 
She was calmly enjoying the free air, while she looked 
up at the old fir-trees, and thought that those broken 
ends of branches were the records of past stormM, 
which had only made the red stems soar higher. 
But while her eyes were still turned upward, she 
became conscious of a moving shadow cast by the 
evening sun on the grassy path before her, and 
looked down with a startled gesture to see Philip 
Wakem, who first raised bis hat, and then, blushing 
deeply, came forward to her and put out his hand. 
Maggie, too, coloured with surprise, which soon gave 
way to pleasure. She put out her hand and looked 
down at the deformed figure before her with frank 
eyes, filled for the moment with nothing^ but the 
memory of her child’s feelings — a memory that was 
fdways strong in her. She was the first to speak. 
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You startled me,” she said, smiling faintly ; “ I 
never meet any one here. Hovr came you to be 
walking here ? Did you come to meet me f ” 

It was impossible not to perceive that Maggie felt 
herself a child again. 

“ Yes, I did,'* said Philip, still embarrassed : I 
wished to see you very much. I watched a long^ 
while yesterday on the bank near your house to see 
if you would come out, but you never came. Then 
I watched again to-day, and when I saw the way you 
took, I kept you in sight and came down the bank, 
behind there. I hope you will not be displeased 
with me.” # 

No,” said Maggie, with simple seriousness, walk- 
ing on, as if she meant Philip to accompany her, 
very glad you came, for I wished very much to Ijave 
an oppoituTiffy of speaking to you. Pvo never for- 
gotten how good you were long ago to Tom, and 
me too ; but I was not sure that you would remem- 
ber us BO well. Tom and I have had a great deal 
of trouble since then, and I think that makes one 
think more of what happened before the trouble 
came.” 

I can’t believe that you have tnougnt of me 
so much as I have thought of you,” said Philip, 
timidly. “ Do you know, when I was away, I made 
a picture of you as you looked that morning in the 
study when you said you would not forget me.” 

Philip drew a large miniature-case from his pocket, 
and opened it. Maggie saw her old self leaning on 
a table, with her black locks hanging down behind 
her ears, looking into space with strange, dreamy 
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eyes. It was a water-colour sketch, of real merit as 
a portrait. 

“ 0 dear/' said Maggie, smiling, and flushed with 
pleasure, what a queer little girl I was I I remem- 
ber myself with iny hair in that way, in that pink 
frock. I really was like a gypsy. I daresay I am 
now/' she added, after a little pause ; “ am I like 
what you expected me to be ? ” 

. The words might have been those of a coquette, 
but the full bright glance Maggie turaed on Philip 
was not that of a coquette. She really did hope he 
liked her fac4 as it was now, but it was simply the 
rising again of her inna|e delight in admiration and 
love. Philip met her eyes and looked at her in 
silence for a long moment, before he said, quietly, 

No, Maggie.” 

The light died out a little from Maggie»s face, and 
there was a slight trembling of the lip. Her eye- 
lids fell lower, but she did not turn away her head, 
and Philip continued to look at her. Then he said, 
slowly — 

You are very much more beautiful than I 
thought you would be.” , 

“ Am I ? ” said Maggie, the pleasure returning in 
a deeper flush. She turned her face away from him 
and took some steps, looking straight before her in 
silence, as if she were adjusting her consciousness to 
this new idea. Girls are so accustomed to think of 
dress as the main ground of vanity, that, in abstain- 
ing from the looking-glass, Maggie had thought 
more of abandoning all care for adornment than of 
renouncing the contemplation of her face. Com- 

VOL. n. D 
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paring herself with elegant, wealthy young ladies, it 
had not occurred to her that she could produce any 
effect with her person, Philip seemed to like the 
silence well. He walked by her side, watching her 
face, as if that sight left no room for any other wish. 
They had passed from among the fir-trees, and had 
now come to a green hollow almost surrounded by 
an amphitheatre of the pale pink dog-roses. But as 
the light about them had brightened, Maggie’s faoe 
had lost its glow. She stood still when they were in 
the hollows, and, looking at Philip again, she said, in 
a serious, sad voice — 

I wish we could have ^been friends — I mean, if 
it would have been good and right for us. But that 
is the trial I have to bear in everything ; I may not 
keep anything I used to love when I was little^ The 
old books* went ; and Tom is different — and my 
father. It is like death. I must part with every- 
thing I cared for when I was a child. And I must 
part with you : wo must never take any notice of 
each , other again. That was what I wanted to 
speak to you for. I wanted to let you know that 
Tom and I can’t do as we like about suph things, 
and that if I behave as if I had forgotten all about 
you, it is not out of envy or pride — or— or any bad 
feeling.” 

Maggie spoke with more and more sorrowful gen- 
tleness as she went on, and her eyes began to fill 
with tears. The deepening expression of pam on 
Philipps face gaveliim a stronger resemblance to his 
boyish self, and made the deformity appeed more 
strongly to her pity. 
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‘‘I know — I see all that you mean,” he said, in a 
voice that had become feebler from discouragement : 
“I know what there is to keep us apart on both 
sides. But it is not right, Maggie — don’t you bo 
angry with me, I am so used to call you Maggie in 
my thoughts — it is not right to sacrifico everything 
to other people’s unreasonable feelings, I would 
give up a great deal for my father ; but I would not 
give up a friendship or — or an attachment of any 
sort, in obedience to any wish of his that I didn’t 
recognise as right.” 

‘‘ I don’t know,” said Maggie, musingly. “ Often, 
when I have been angfy and discontented, it has 
seemed to me that I was not bound to give up any- 
thing; and I have gone on thinking till it has 
seemed to me that I could think away all my duty. 
But no good has ever come of that — it was an evil 
state of mind. I'm quite sure that whatever I might 
do, I should wish in the end that I had gone with- 
out anything for myself, rather than have made my 
father’s life harder to him.” 

‘‘ But would it make his life harder, if we were 
to see each other sometimes ? ” said Philip. He was 
going' to say something else, but checked himself, 

“ 0, I’m sure he wouldn’t like it. Don’t ask mo 
why, or anything about it,” said Maggie, in a dis- 
tressed lone. “My father feels so strongly about 
some things. He is not at all happy.” 

“No more am I,” said Philip, impetuously: “/am 
not happy.” 

“Why?” said Maggie, gently. “At least — I 
ought not to ask — but Fm very, very sorry.” 
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Philip turned to walk on, as if he had not patience 
to stand still any longer, and they went out of the 
hollow, winding amongst the trees and hushes in 
silence. After that last word of Philip’s, Maggie 
could not bear to insist immediately on their parting. 
• “ I Ve been a great deal happier,^' she said at last, 

timidly, “ since I have given up thinking about what 
is easy and pleasant, and being discontented because 
I couldn’t have my own will. Our life is deter- 
mined for us — and it makes the mind very free 
when we give up wishing, and only think of bearing 
what is laid upon us, and doing what is given us 
to do.” i 

But I can’t give up wishing,” said Philip, im- 
patiently. “ It seems to me we can never give up 
longing and wishing while wo ore thoroughly alive. 
There are certain things we feel to be beautiful and 
good, and we must hunger after them. How can 
we ever be satisfied without them until our feelings 
are deadened? I delight in fine pictures — I long 
to be able to paint such. I strive and strive, and 
can’t produce what I want. That is pain to me, 
and always will be pain, until my faculties lose 
their keenness, like aged eyes. Then there are 
many other things I long for” — ^here Philip hesi- 
tated a little, and then said — things that other men 
have, and that will always be denied me. My life 
will have nothing great or beautiful in it ; I would 
rather not have lived.” 

“ 0, Philip,” said Maggie, ‘‘ I wish you didn’t feel 
so.” But her heart began to beat with something of 
Philip’s discontent. 
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Well then/' said he, turning quickly round and 
firing his grey eyes entreatingly in her face, “I 
should be contented to live, if you would let me see 
you sometimes.” Then, checked by a fear which 
her face suggested, ^e looked away again, and said, 
more calmly, I have no friend to whom I can tell 
everything — ^no one who cares enough about me; 
and if I could only see you now and then, and yoq 
would let me talk to you a little, and show mo that 
you cared for me — and that we may alwttys bo friends 
in heart, and help each other — then I might come to 
be glad of life.” 

“But how can I see ^ou, Philip?” said Maggie, 
falteringly. (Could she really do him good? It 
would be very hard to say “ good-by ” this day, and 
not speak to him again. Here was a now interest 
to vary the days — it was so much easier to renounce 
the interest before it came.) 

“ If you would let me see you here sometimes — • 
walk with you here — I would be contented if it were 
only once or twice in a month. That could injure 
no one^s happiness, and it would sweeten my life. 
Besides,” Philip went on, with all the inventive 
astuteness of love at one-and-twehty, “ if there is 
any enmity between those who belong to us, we 
ought all the more to try and quench it by our 
friendship— I mean, that by our influence on both 
sides we might bring about a healing of the wounds 
that have been made in the past, if I could know 
everything about them. And I don't believe there 
is any enmity in my own father’s mind : I think he 
has proved the contrary.” 
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Maggie eliook her head slowly, and was silent, 
under conflicting thoughts. It seemed to her inclin- 
ation, that to see Philip now and then, and keep up 
the bond of friendship with him, was something not 
only innocent, but good : perhaps she might really 
help him to find contentment as she ’ had found it. 
The voice that said this made sweet music to Maggie; 
but athwart it there came an urgent monotonous 
warning from another voice which she had been learn- 
ing to obey : the warning that such interviews impliei 
secrecy — implied doing something she would dread 
to be discovered in — something that, if discovered, 
must cause anger and pain ; Cind that the admission of 
anything so near doublenesS would act as a spiritual 
blight. Yet the music would swell out again, like 
chimes borne onward by a recurrent breeze^ persuad- 
ing her that the wrong lay all in the faults and weak- 
nesses of others, aud that there was such a thing 'as 
futile sacrifice for one to the injury of another. It 
was very cruel for Philip that he should be shrunk 
from, because of an unjustifiable vindictiveness to- 
wards his father — poor Philip, whom some people 
would shrink from only because be was deformed. 
The idea that he fnight become her lover, or that her 
meeting him could cause disapproval in ' that light, 
had not occurred to her ; and Philip saw the absence 
of this idea clearly enough — saw it with a certain 
pang, although it made her consent to his request 
the less unlikely. There was bitterness to him in 
tile perception that Maggie was almost as ^ frank . 
and unconstrained towards him as when she was a 
child. 
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I can't say either yes or no/* she said at last, 
turning round an4. walking towards the way she bad 
come ; “ I must wait, lost I should decide wrongly. 

I must seek for guidance." 

May I come again, then — to-morrow — or the next 
day — or next week?” 

“I think I had bettor write," said Maggie, falter- 
ing again. “ I have to go to ‘St “Ogg's sometimes, 
and I can put the letter in the post." 

‘‘ 0 no,” Saul Philip, eagerly ; “ that would not 
be so well. My father might see the letter — and — 
he has not any enmity, I believe, but he views things 
differently from mo : hd thinks a great deal about 
wealth and position. Pray let me come here once 
more. Tell me when it shall be ; or if you can't 
tell me, I will come as often as I can till I do see 
you.” 

“ I think it must be so, then,” said Maggie, “ for 
I can't be quite certain of coming hero any particu- 
lar evening.” 

Maggie felt a great relief in adjourning the de*- 
cision.^ She w’as free now to enjoy the minutes of 
companionship ; she almost thought she miglit linger 
a little ; the next time they mot she should have to 
pain Philip by telling him her determination. 

I can't help thinking,” she said, looking smil- 
ingly at him, after a few moments of silence, “ how 
strange it is that we should have met and talked to 
each other, just as if it had been only yesterday when 
we parted at Lorton. And yet we must both be very 
much altered in those five years — I think it is five 
years. How was it you seemed to have a sort of 
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feeling tliat I was the same Maggie ? — I was not quite 
so sure that you would be the same : I know you are 
so clever, and you must have seen and learnt so much 
to fill your mind : I was not quite sure you would care 
about me now.” 

I have never had any doubt that you would be 
the same, whenever I might see you,” said Philip. 
“ T mean, the samfe in everything that made me like 
you better than any one else. I don^t want to ex- 
plain that : I don’t think any of the strongest effects 
our natures are susceptible of can ever be explained. 
We can neither detect the process hy which they are 
arrived at, nor the mode in* which they act on us. 
The greatest of painters only once painted a myste- 
riously divine child ; he couldn’t have told how he 
did it, and we can’t tell why we feel it to bo divine* 
I think there are stores laid up in our human nature 
that our understandings can make no complete in- 
ventory of. Certain strains of music affect me s6 
strangely — I can never hear them without their 
changing my whole attitude of mind for a# time, 
and if the effect would last, I might be cap|ible of 
heroisms.” 

“ Ah I I know what you mean about musio— / 
feel so,” said Maggie, clasping her hands with her 
old impetuosity. “ At least,” she added, in a sad- 
dened tone, I used to feel so when I had any 
musio: I never have any now except the organ' at 
church.” 

And you long for it, Maggie?” said Philip, look- 
ing at her with affectionate pity. ‘‘ Ah, you can have 
very little that is l^autiful in your life. Have you 
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many books ? You were so fond of them when you 
were a little girl.” 

They were come back to the hollow, round which 
the dog-roses grew, and they both paused under the 
charm of the faeiy evening light, reflected from the 
pale-pink clusters. 

“ No, I have given up books,” said Maggie, quietly, 
“ except a very, very few.” 

Philip had already taken from his pocket a small 
volume, and was looking at the back, as he said — 

“ Ah, this is the second volume, I see,’ else you 
might have liked to take it home with you. I put 
it in my pocket becaust I am studying a scene for a 
picture.” 

Maggie had looked at the back too, and saw tho 
title*: it revived an old impression with overmaster- 
ing force. 

‘ The Pirate,* ” she said, taking the book from 
Philip’s hands. “ 0, I began that once ; I read to 
where Minna is walking with Cleveland, and I could 
never get to read the rest. I went on with it in my 
own head, and I made several endings; but they were 
all unhappy. I^ould never make a happy ending out 
of that beginning. Poor Minna ! I wonder what is 
the real end. For a long while I couldn't get my mind 
away from the Shetland Isles — I used to feel the wind 
blowing on me from the rough sea.” 

Maggie spoke rapidly, with glistening eyes. 

Take that volume home with you, Maggie,” said 
Philip, watching her with delight. I don’t want 
it now. I shall make a picture of you instead — you, 
among the Scotch firs and the (Ranting shadows.” 
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Maggie had not heard a word he had said : she 
was absorbed in a page at which she had opened. 
But suddenly she closed the book, and gave it back 
to Philip, shaking her head with a backward move- 
ment, as if to say “ avaunt’’ to floating visions. 

“ Do keep it, Maggie,” said Philip, entreatingly ; 

it will give you pleasure.” 

“ No, thank you,” said Maggie, putting it aside 
with her hand, and walking on. “ It would make 
me in love with this world again, as I used to be — 
it would make me long to see and know many things 
* — it would make me long for a full life.” 

“ But you will not always be shut up in your pre- 
sent lot : why should you starve your mind in that 
way ? It is narrow asceticism — I don’t like to see 
you persisting in it, Maggie. Poetry and art. and 
knowledge aVo sacred and pure.” 

“ But not for me — not for me,” said Maggie, walk- 
ing more hurriedly. ^‘Because I should want too 
much. I must wait — this life will not lost long.” 

“ Don’t hurry away from me without saying ‘good- 
by,’ Maggie,” said Philip, as they reached the group 
of Scotch firs, and she continued stiU to walk along 
without speaking. “ I must not go- any farther, I 
think, must I ?” 

“ 0 no, I forgot ; good-by,” said Maggie, pausing, 
and putting out her hand to him. Tlie action brought 
her feeling back in a strong current to Philip ; and 
after they had stood looking at each other in silence 
for a few moments, with their hands clasped, she 
said, withdrawing her hand, 

“ I’m very grateful to you for thinking of me all 
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those years. It is very sweet to haf e people love us. 
What a wonderful, beautiful tiling it seems that God 
should have made your heart so that you could coie 
about a queer little girl whom you only knew for a 
few weeks! I remember saying to you, that I thought 
you cared for me more than Tom did.” 

“Ah, Maggie,” said Philip, almost fretfully, “you 
would never love mo so well as you love your 
brother.” 

“ Perhaps not,” said Maggie, simply ; “ but then, 
3 ^ou know, the first thing I ever remember in my 
life is standing with Tom by the side of the Floss, 
while he held my hanfl : everything before that is 
dark to me. But I shall never forget yon — though 
we must keep apart” 

“ Don^t say so, Maggie,” said Philip. “ If I kept 
that little girl in my mind for five years, didn’t I 
earn some part in her? She ought not to take her- 
self quite away from me.” 

“ Not if I were free,” said Maggie; “but I am not 
— I must submit” She hesitated a moment, and then 
added, “ And I wanted to say to you, that you had 
better not take more notice of my brother than just 
bowing to him. He once told me not to speak to 

you again, and he doesn^t change his mind 0 

dear, the sun is set. I am too long away. Good-by.” 
She gave him her hand once more. 

“ I shall come here as often as I can, till I see you 
again, Maggie. Have some feeling for me as well as 
for others.” 

“Yes, yes, I have,” said Maggie, hunying away, 
and quickly disappearing behind the last fir-tree; 
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though Philipps gaze after her remained immovable 
for minuteS) as if he saw her still. 

Maggie wont home, with an inward conflict already 
begun ; Philip went home to do nothing but remem- 
ber and hope. You can hardly help blaming him 
severely. He was four or five years older than Mag- 
gie, and had a full consciousness of his feeling to- 
wards her to aid him in foreseeing the character his 
contempla^d interviews with her would bear in the 
opinion of a third person. But you must not suppose 
that ho was capable of a gross selfishness, or that he 
could have been satisfied without persuading himself 
that ho was seeking to infush some happiness into 
Maggie’s life — seeking this even more than any 
direct ends for himself. Ho could give her sym- 
pathy — ho could give her lielp. There was not the 
slightest promise of love towards him in her manner; 
it was nothing more than* the sweet girlish tender- 
ness she had shown him when she was twelve : per- 
haps she would never love him — perhaps no woman 
ever could love him; well, then, he would endure 
that ; he should at least have the happiness of see- 
ing her — of feeling some nearness to her. And he 
emtehed passionately the possibility that she might 
love him; perhaps the feeling would grow, if she 
could come to associate him with that watchful ten- 
derness which her nature would be so keenly alive 
to. If any woman, could love liim, surely Maggie 
was that woman ; there was such wealth of love in 
her, and there was no one to claim • it all. Then— - 
the pity of it, that a mind like hers should be wither- 
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ing in its very youth, like a young forest-tree, for 
wanf of the light and apace it was formed to fiourish 
in I Could he not hinder that, by porsuacling her out 
of her system of privation ? He would bo her guar- 
dian angel ; he would do anything, boar anything for 
her sake — except not seeing her. 



CHAPTER 11. 

AUNT GLEfiC; LEARNS THE BREADTH OF BOb’s THUMB. 

While Maggie’s life-struggles had lain almost en- 
tirely within her own soul, otio shadowy army fight- 
ing another, and the slain shadows for over rising 
again, Tom was (‘iigagod in a dustier, noisier warfiire, 
grappling witli more substantial obstacles, and gain- 
ing more definite conquests. So it has been since 
tlie days of Jlccuba, and of Hector, Tamer of horses: 
inside the gates, the women with streaming hair and 
uplifted handli offering prayers, watching the world’4' 
combat from afar, filling their long, empty days wiM 
memories and fears : outside, the men in fieti^ 
juggle with things divine and human, quenchifig 
memory in the stronger light of purpose, losing the 
sense of dread and even of wounds in the hurrying 
ardoiu* of action. 

From what you have seen of Tom, I think be is 
not a youth of whom you would prophesy failure in 
anything he had thoroughly wished : the wagers are 
likely to be on his side, notwithstanding his small 
success in the classics. For Tom had never desired 
success in this field of enterprise ; and for getting a 
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fine flourishing growth of stupidity there is nothing 
like pouring out on a mind a good amount of sub- 
jects in which it feels no interest. But now Tom’s 
strong will bound together his integrity, liis pride, 
his family regrets, and his personal ambition, and 
made them one force, concentrating his efforts and 
surmounting discouragements. His uncle Deane, 
who watched him closely, soon began to conceive 
hopes of him, and to be rather proud that ho had 
brought into the employment of the firm a nephew 
who appeared to bo made of such good commercial 
stuff. The real kindness of placing him in the ware- 
house first was soon evident to Tom, in the hints his 
uncle began to throw out, that after a time he might 
perhaps bo trusted to travel at coitain seasons, and 
buy in for the firm various vulgar commodities with 
wliich I need not shock refined ears in* this place ; 
and it was doubtless with a view to tliis result thu^. 
Mr Deane, when he expected to take his wine akm(‘, 
would tell Tom to step in and sit with*him an hour, 
and would pass that hour in much lecturing and 
catechising concerning articles of export and import, 
with an occasional excursus of more indirect* utility 
on the relative advantages to the merchants of »5t 
Ogg’s of having goods brought in their own and in 
foreign bottoms — a subject on which Mr Deane, as 
a shipowner, naturally threw off a few sparks when 
he got warmed with talk and wine. Already, in the 
second year, Tom’s salary was raised; but all, except 
the price of his dinner and clothes, went home into 
the tin box; and he shunned comradeship, lest it 
should lead him into expenses in spite of himself. 
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Not tliat Tom was moulded on the spooney type of 
the Industrious Apprentice; he had a very stiong 
appetite for pleasure — would have liked to be a 
Tamer of horses, and to make a distinguished figure 
in all neighbouring eyes, dispensing treats and bene- 
fits to others with well-judged liberality, and being 
pronounced one of the finest young fellows of those 
parts ; nay, he determined to achieve these things 
sooner or later; but his practical shrewdness told 
him that the means to such achievements could only 
lie for him in present abstinence and self-denial : 
there were certain milestones to be passed, and one 
of the first was the payment of his father's debts. 
Having made up his mind on that point, he strode 
along without swerving, contracting some rather 
saturnine sternness, as a young man is likely to do 
who has a premature call upon him for self-reliance. 
Tom felt intensely that common cause with his father 
which springs from family pride, and w'as bent on 
being irreprcfechable as a son ; but his growing ex- 
perience caused him to pass much silent criticism 
on the rashness and imprudence of his father s past 
conduct: their dispositions were not in sympathy, 
and Tom's face showed little radiance during his 
few home hours, Maggie had an awe of him, against 
which she struggled as something unfair to her con- 
sciousness of wider thoughts and deeper motives ; 
but it was of no use to struggle. A character at 
unity with itself — that performs what it intends, 
subdues every counteracting impulse, and has no 
visions beyond the distinctly possible — ^is strong by 
its very negations. 
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Toq may imagine that Tom’s more and more 
obvious unlikeueBB to his father was well fitted to 
conciliate the maternal aunts and uncles; and Mr 
Deane’s favoixrable reports and prodiotioiis to Mr 
Qlegg concerning Tom’s qualifications for business, 
began to be discussed amongst them with various 
acceptance. Ho was likely, it appeared, to do the 
family credit, without causing it any expense and 
trouble. Mrs Pullet had always thought it strange 
if Tom’s excellent complexion, so entirely that of the 
Dodsons, did not argue a certainty that ho would 
turn out well, his juvenile errors of running down 
the peacock, and geneitil disrespect to his aunts, 
only indicating a tinge of Tulliver blood which he 
had doubtless outgrown. Mr Qlegg, who had con- 
tracted a cautious lildng for Tom ever since his 
spirited and sensible behaviour wlien the? execution 
was in the house, was now warming into a resolution 
to further his prospects actively — some time, when 
an opportunity offered of doing so in a prudent man- 
ner, without ultimate loss ; but Mrs Qlegg observed 
that she was not given to speak without book, as 
some people were; that those who said least* were 
most likely to find their words made good ; and that 
when the right moment came, it would be seen who 
could do something better than talk. Uncle Pullet, 
after silent meditation for a period of several lozenges, 
came distinctly to the conclusion, that when a young 
man was likely to do well, it was better not to meddle 
with him. 

Tom, meanwhile, had shown n6 disposition to rely 
on any one but himself, though, with a natural sensi- 

YOL. n. B 
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tiveness towards all indications of favourable opinion, 
he was glad to see his uncle Olegg look in on him 
sometimes in a friendly way during business hours, 
and glad to be invited to dine at his house, though 
he usually preferred declining on the ground that he 
was not sure of being punctual But about a year 
ago, something had occurred which induced Tom to 
test his uncle Glegg's friendly disposition. 

Bob Jakin, who rarely returned from one of his 
rounds without seeing Tom and Maggie, awaited 
him on the bridge as be was coming home from 
St Ogg’s one evening, that they might have a little 
private talk. He took the liberty of asking if Mr 
Tom had ever thought of making money by trading 
a bit on his own account. Trading, how? Tom 
wished to know. Wliy, by sending out a bit of a 
cargo to foreign ports; because Bob had a particular 
friend who had offered to do a little business for him 
in that way in Laceham goods, and would be glad to 
serve Mr Tom on the same footing. Tom was inte- 
rested at once, and begged for full explanation; won- 
dering he had not thought of this plan before. He 
was so well pleased with the prospect of a specula- 
tion that might change the slow process of addition 
into multiplication, that he at once determined to* 
mention the matter to his father, and get bis consent 
to appropriate some of the savings in the tin box to 
the purchase of a apnall cargo. He would rather hot 
have consulted his father, but he had just paid his 
last quarter’s money into the tin box, and there was 
no other resource. AU the savings were there ; for 
Mr Tulliver would not consent to put the money out 
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at interest lest he should lose it. Since he had spe* 
oulated in the purchase of some com and had lost by 
it, he could not be easy without keeping the money 
under his eye. 

Tom approached the subject carefully, as he was 
seated on the hearth with his father that evening, and 
Mr Tulliver listened, leaning forward in his arm-chair 
and looking up in Tom's face with a sceptical glance. 
His first impulse was to give a positive refusal, but 
he was in some awe of Tom's wishes, and since he 
had had the sense of being an “unlucky” father, he 
had lost some of his old peremptoriness and determi- 
nation to be master. He^ took the key of the bureau 
from his pocket, got out the key of the large chest, 
and fetched down the tin box — slowly, as if he were 
trying to defer the moment of a painful parting. Then 
he seated himself against the table, and (Tpened the 
box with that little padlock-key which he fingered in 
his waistcoat pocket in all vacant moments. There 
they were, the dingy bank-notes and the bright sove- 
reigns, and he counted them out on the table — only 
a hundred and sixteen pounds in two years, after all 
the pinching. 

How much do you want, then?” he said, speak- 
ing as if the words burnt his lips. 

“ Suppose I begin with the thirty-six pounds, 
father?” said Tom. 

Mr Tulliver separated this eurrf>^fTom the rest, and 
keeping his hand over it, said, — 

“ It's as much as 1 can save out o' my pay in a 
year.” 

“ Yes, father ; it is such slow woS-k — saving out 
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of the little money we get. And in this way we* 
might double our savings.*' 

Ay, my lad,” said the father, keeping his hand 
on the money, “ but you might lose it — you might 
lose a year o’ my life — and I haven’t got many.” 

Torn was silent 

And you know I wouldn’t pay a dividend with 
the first hundred, because I wanted to see it all in 
a lump — and when I see it, I’m sure on’t. If you 
trust to luck, it’s sure to be against me. It’s Old 
Harry’s got the luck in his hands ; and if I lose one 
year, I shall never pick it up again — death ’ull o’er- 
take me.” * 

Mr Tulliver’s voice trembled, and Tom was silent 
for a few minutes before he said — 

I’ll give it up, father, sjnce you object to it so 
strongly."' 

But, unwilling to abandon the scheme altogether, 
he determined to ask his uncle Glegg to venture 
twenty pounds, on condition of receiving five per 
cent of the profits. That was really a very small 
thing to ask. So when Bob called the next day at 
the wharf to know the decision, Tom proposed that 
they should go together to his uncle Glegg’s to open 
the business; for his diffident pride clung to him, and 
made* him feel that Bob’s tongue would relieve him 
from^some embarrassment. 

Mr Glegg, at the pleasant hour of four in the 
afternoon of a hot August day, was naturally count- 
ing his wall -fruit to assure himself tliat the sum , 
total had not varied since yesterday. To him en- 
tered Tom, in what appeared to Mr Glegg very 



THE MILL ON THE FLOSS. 


69 


questionable companionsliip : that of a man with a 
pack on his back — ^for Bob was equipped for a new 
journey — and of a huge brindled bull-terrier, who 
walked with a slow swaying movement from side 
to side, and glanced from under his eyelids with 
a surly indifference which might after all be a cover 
to the most offensive designs. Mr Glegg^s spectacles, 
which had be^n assisting him in counting the fruit, 
made these suspicious details alarmingly evident to 
him. 

“ Heigh I heigh ! keep that dog back, will you ? 
he shouted, snatching u^ a stake and holding it be- 
fore him as a shield when the visitors were within 
three yards of him. 

Get out wi’ you. Mumps,'' said Bob, with a kick, 
He's- as quiet as a lamb, sir," — an observation 
which Mumps corroborated by a low growl as he 
retreated behind his master's’ legs. 

“Why, whatever does this mean, Tom?" said Mr 
Glegg. “ Have you brought information about the 
Bcoundrels as cut my trees ? ” If Bob came in the 
character of “ information," Mr Glegg saw reasons 
for tolerating some irregularity. 

“ N9, sir," said Tom : “ I came to speak to you 
about a little matter of business of my own.” 

“ Ay — well — but what has this dog got to do with 
it ? ” said the old gentleman, getting mild again.* 

“ It's my dog, sir,” said the ready Bob. “An’ it’s 
me as put Mr Tom up to the bit o’ business ; for Mr 
Tom’s been a friend o' mine iver since I was a little 
chap ; fust thing iver I did was frightenin’ the birds 
for th’ old master. An’ if a bit 0’ luck turns up, Fm 
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allays thinkin* if I can let Mr Tom have a pull at it. 
An’ it’s a downright roarin’ shame, as when he’s got- 
the chance o’ making a bit o’ money wi’ sending goods 
out — ten OF twelve per zent clear, when freight an’ 
commission’s paid — as he shouldn’t lay hold o’ the 
chance for want o’ money. An’ when there’s the 
Laceham goods — lore I they’re made o’ purpose for 
folks as want to send out a little carguy ; light, an’ 
take up no room — you may pack twenty pound so as 
you can’t see the passill : an’ they’re manifacturs as 
please foo^s, so I reckon they aren’t like to want a 
market. An’ I’d go to Laceham an’ buy in the goods 
for Mr Tom along wi’ my own. An’ there’s the shu- 
percargb o’ the bit of a vessel as is goin’ to take ’em 
out. I know him paiiic’lar; he’s a solid man, an-’ got 
a family i’ the town here. Salt, his name is— an’ a 
briny chap he is, too — an’ if you don’t believe me, I 
can take you to him.” 

Uncle Glegg s4ood open-mouthed with astonish- 
ment at this un embarrassed loquacity, with which 
his understanding could hardly keep pace. Ho looked 
at Bob, first over his spectacles, then through them, 
then over them again ; while Tom, doubtful of his 
uncle’s impression, began to wish he had not brought 
this singular Aaron or mouthpiece: Bob’s talk ap- 
peared less seemly, now some one besides himself 
was listening to it, 

‘‘ You seem to be a knowing fellow,” said Mr 
Glegg, at last. 

“ Ay, sir, you say true,” returned Bob, nodding 
his head aside ; “ T think my head’s all alive inside 
like an old cheese, for I’m so full o’ plans, one kn<mks 
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another over. If I hadn’t Mumps to talk to, I should 
get top-heavy an* tumble in a fit. I suppose it’s be- 
cause I niver went to school much. That’s what I 
jaw my old mother for. I says, * You should ha’ sent 
me to school a bit more,’ I says — ‘ an’ then I could 
ha’ read i’ the books like fun, an’ kep’ my head cool 
an* empty.’ ^Lors, she’s fine an* comfor’ble now, my 
old mother is : she ates her baked meat an’ taters as 
often as she likes. For I’m gettin* so full o* money, 
I must hev a wife to spend it for mo. But it’s both- 
erin’, a wife is — and Mumps mightn’t like her.” 

Unole Qlegg, who regarded himself as a jocose man 
since he had retired from business, was beginning to 
find Bob amusing, but he had still a disapproving ob- 
servation to make, which kept his face serious. 

Ah,” he said, “ I should think you’re at a loss for 
ways o’ spending your money, else you wouldn’t keep 
that big dog, to eat as much as two Christians. It’s 
shameful — shameful I ” But he sppke more in sorrow 
than in anger, and quickly added — 

^^But, come now, let’s hear more about this business, 
Tom. I suppose you want a little sum to make a ven- 
tpre with. But where’s all your own money You 
don’t spend it all — eh ? ” 

No, sir,” said Tom, colouring ; “ but my father is 
unwilling to risk it, and I don’t like to press him. If 
I could get twenty or thirty pounds to begin with, I 
could pay five per cent for it, and then I could gra- 
dually make a little capital of my own, and do with- 
out a loan.” 

“Ay ... . ay,” said Mr Glegg, in an approving 
tone ^ “ that’s not a bad notion, and I, wop’t say as 1 



72 


THE MILL ON THE FLOSS. 


wouldn’t be your man. But it’ll be as well for me to 
see tliis Salt, as you talk on. And then .... here’s 
this friend o* yours offers to buy the goods for you. 
Perhaps you’ve got somebody to stand surety for you 
if the money’s put into your hands?” added the cau- 
tious old gentleman, looking over his spectacles at 
Bob. 

“ I don’t think that’s necessary, uncle,” said Tom. 
“ At least, I mean it would not be necessary for me, 
because I know Bob well ; but perhaps it would be 
right for you to have some security.” 

“ You get your por-centage out o’ the purcha^se, I 
suppose ? ” said Mr Glegg, looking at Bob. 

“ No, sir,” said Bob» rather indignantly; “ I didn’t 
offer to get a apple for Mr Tom, o’ purpose to hev a 
bite out of it myself. When I play folks tricks there’ll 
be more fun in ’em nor that.” 

‘‘ Well, but it’s nothing but right you should have 
a small per-centage,” said Mr Glegg. ‘‘ I’ve no 
opinion o' transactions where folks do things for 
nothing. It allays looks bad.” 

‘ “ Well, then,” said Bob, whose keenness saw at 
once what was implied^ ‘‘ I’ll tell you what I got 
by’t, an’ it’s money in my pocket in the end : — I 
make myself look big, wi’ maldn’ a bigger purchase. 
That’s what I’m thinking on. Lorsl I’m a ^cute 
chap — I am.” 

“ Mr Glegg, Mr Glegg,” said a severe voice from 
the open parlour window, ‘‘ pray are you coming in 
to tea? — or are you going to stand talking with 
packmen till you get murdered in the open day- 
light ? ” 
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‘‘ Murdered ? ” said Mr Glegg ; “ what’s the woman 
talking of? Here’s your nephoy Tom come about a 
bit o’ business.” 

‘‘Murdered — ^yes— it isn’t many ’sizes ago, since 
a packinan murdered a young woman in a lone place, 
and stole her thimble, and threw her body into a 
ditch.” 

“ Nay, nay,” said Mr Glegg, soothingly, “ you’re 
thinking o* the man wi* no legs, as drove a dog- 
cart.” 

“Well, it’s the same thing, Mr Glegg — only you’re 
fond o’ contradicting what I say ; and if my nephey’s 
come about business, it ’ud be more fitting if you’d 
bring him into the house, and let his aunt know 
about it, instead o’ whispering in comers, in that 
plotting, underminding way.” 

“Well, well,” said Mr Glegg, “wee’ll come in now.” 

“ You needn’t stay here,” said the lady to Bob, in 
a loud voice, adapted to the moral not the physical 
distance between them. “ We don’t want anything. 
I don’t deal wi’ packmen. Mind you shut the gate 
after you.” 

“Stop a bit; not so fast,” said Mr Glegg: “I 
haven't done with this young man yet. Come in, 
Tom ; come in,” he added, stepping in at the French 
window. 

“Mr Glegg,” said Mrs G., in a fatal tone, “if 
you’re going to let that man and his dog in on 
my carpet, before my very face, be so good as to 
let me know. A wife’s got a right to ask that, I 
hope.” 

“ Don’t you be uneasy, mum,” said Bob, touching 
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liis cap. He saw at once that Mrs Glegg was a bit 
of game worth running down, and longed to be at 
the sport ; well stay out upo’ the gravel here— 
Mumps and me will. Mumps knows his company 
— he does. I might hish at him by th’ hour to- 
gether, before he^d fly at a real gentlewoman like 
you. It’s wonderful how he knows which is the 
good-looking ladies — and's partic’lar fond of ’em 
when they’ve good shapes. LorsI ” added Bob, lay- 
ing down his pack on the gravel, “ it s a thousand 
pities such a lady as you shouldn’t deal with a 
packman, i’stead o* goin’ .into these newfangled 
shops, where there’s half-a-dozen fine gents wi’ their 
chins propped up wi’ a stiff stock, a -looking like 
bottles wi’ ornamental stoppers, an’ all got to get 
their dinnej* out of a bit o’ calico : it stan’s to reason 
you must pay three times the price you pay a pack- 
man, as is the nat’ral way o^ gettin’ goods — an’ 
pays no rent, an^ isn’t forced to throttle himself till 
the lies are squeezed out on him, whether he will or 
no. But lors I mum, you know what it is better nor 
I do — you can see through them shopmen, I’ll be 
bound.” 

‘‘Yes, I reckon I can, and through the packmen 
too,” observed Mrs Glegg, intending to imply that 
Bob’s flattery had produced no effect on. her ; while 
her husband, standing behind her with his hands in 
his pockets and legs apart, winked and smiled with 
conjugal delight at the probability of his wife’s being 
circumvented. 

“ Ay, to bo sure, mum,” said Bob. “ Why, you 
must ha’ dealt wi’ no end o’ packmen when you war 
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a young lass — before the master here had the luck 
to set eyes on you. I know where you lived, I do — 
seen th* house many a time — close upon Squire Dar- 
leigh’s — a stone house wi* steps , . . 

Ah, that it had,” said Mrs Glegg, pouring out 
the tea. “You know something o^ my family then* 
.... are you akin to that packman with a squint 
in his eye, as used to bring th’ Irish linen?” 

“Look you there now I” said Bob, evasively. 
“ Didn’t I know as you’d remember the best bargains 
you’ve made in your life was made wi’ packmen ? 
Why, you see, even a squintin’ packman’s better nor 
a shopman as can see straight. Lors 1 if I’d had the 
luck to call at the stone house wi’ my pack, as lies 
here,” — stooping and thumping the bundle em- 
phatically with his fist, — “ an’ th’ handsome young 
lasses all stannin’ out on the stone steps, it ’ud ha’ 
been summat like openin’ a pack — that would. It’f» 
on’y the poor houses now as a packman calls on, if 
it isn’t for the sake o’ the sarvant-maids. They’re 
paltry times — these are. Why, mum, look at the 
printed cottons now, an’ what they was wh^n you 
wore ’em — why, you wouldn’t put such a thing on 
now, I can see. It must be first-rate quality — the 
manifactur as you'd buy^ — summat as ^ud wear as 
well as your awn faitures.” 

“ Yes, better quality nor any you’re like to carry : 
you’ve got nothing first-rate but brazenness. I’ll be 
bound,” said Mrs Glegg, with a triumphant sense of 
her insurmountable sagacity. “ Mr Glegg, are you 
going ever to sit down to your tea ? Tom, there’s 
a cup for you.” 



76 


THE MILL ON THE FLOSS# 


“ You speak true there, mum,” said Bob. “ My 
.pack isn*t for ladies like you. The time’s gone by 
for that. Bargains picked up dirt cheap I A bit o' 
damage here an’ there, as can be cut out, or else 
niver seen i’ the wearin’ ; but not fit to offer to rich 
folks as can pay for the look o’ things as nobody sees. 
I’m not the man as ’ud offer t’ open my pack to you^ 
mum: n6, no; I’m a imperent chap, as you say — 
those times makes folks imperent — but I’m not up to 
the mark o’ that.” 

‘‘ Why, wliat goods do you carry in your pack? ” 
said Mrs Glegg. Fine-coloured things, I suppose 
— shawls an’ that?” 

“ All sorts, mum, all sorts,” said Bob, thumping 
his bundle ; but let us say no more about that, if 
you please. ^ I’m here upo’ Mr Tom’s business,- an’ 
I’m not the man to take up the time wi’ my 
own.” 

‘‘And pray, what is this business as is to be kept 
from me?” said Mrs Glegg, who, solicited by a 
double curiosity, was obliged to let the one-half 
wait. 

“A little plan o’ nephey Tom’s here,” said good- 
natured Mr Glegg ; “ and not altogether a bad un, 
I think. A little plan for making money : that’s 
tlie right sort o’ plan for young folks as have got 
their fortin’ to make, eh, Jane ? ’’ 

“ But I hope it isn’t a plan where^ he expects 
iverything to be done for him by his friends : that’s 
what the young folkp think of mostly nowadays. 
And pray, what has this packman got to do wi’ what 
goes on in our family ? Can’t you speak for your- 
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self, Tom, and let your aunt know things, as a nephey 
should ? 

“ This is Bob Jakin, aunt^,” said Tom, bridling the 
irritation that aunt Glegg’s voice always produced. 
“Tve known him ever since we were little boys. 
He’s a very good fellow, and always ready to do me a 
kindness. And he has had some experience in send- 
ing goods out — a small part of a cargo as a private 
speculation ; and he thinks if I could begin to do a 
little in the same way, I might make some money. 
A large interest is got in that way.'’ 

“Largo int’rest?” |aid aunt Qlegg, with eager- 
ness ; “ and what do you call large int'rest ? ” 

“ Ten or twelve per cent, Bob says, after expenses 
are paid.” 

“.Then why wasn’t I let to know o’ such things 
before, Mr Glegg ? ” said Mrs Glegg, turning to her 
husband, with a deep grating tone of reproach. 
“ Haven’t you allays told mo as there was no get- 
ting more nor five per cent?” 

“ Pooh, pooh, nonsense, my good woman,” said 
Mr Glegg. “You couldn’t go into trade, could you? 
You can’t get more than five per cent with security,” 

“ But I can turn a bit o’ money for you, an’ wel- 
come, mum,” said Bob, “if you’d like to risk it — 
not as there’s any risk to speak on. But if you’d a 
mind to lend a bit o’ money to Mr Tom, he’d pay 
you six or seVen per zent, an’ get a trifie for himself 
as well ; an’ a good-natur’d lady like you ’ud like 
the fpel o’ the money better if your nephey took part 
on it” 

“ What do you say, Mrs G. ? ” said Mr Glegg. 
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Fve a notion, when I’ve made a bit more inquiry, 
as I shall perhaps start Tom here with a bit of a 
nest-egg — he’ll pay me int’rest, you know — an* if 
you’ve got some little sums lyin’ idle twisted up in 
a stockin’ toe, or that . . . 

“Mr Qlegg, it’s beyond ivery thing!* You’ll go 
and give information to the tramps next, as they may 
come and rob me.” 

“ Well, well, as I was sayin,’ if you like to join me 
wi’ twenty pounds, you can — I’ll make it fifty. 
That’ll bo a pretty good nest-egg — eh, Tom ? ” 

“You’re not counting *on me, Mr Glegg, I hope,” 
said his wife. “You could ^ do fine things wi’ my 
money, I don’t doubt.” 

“ Very well,” said Mr Glegg, rather snappishly, 
“ then we’ll do without you, I shall go with you to 
see this Salt,” he added, turning to Bob. 

“ And now, I suppose, you’ll go all the other way, 
Mr Glegg,” said Mrs G., “ and want to shut me out 
o' my own nephey’s business. I never said I wouldn’t 
put money into it — I don’t say as it shall be twenty 
pounds, though you’re so ready to say it for me — 
but he’ll see some day as his aunt’s in the right not 
to risk the money she’s saved for him till it’s proved 
as it won’t be lost.” 

“ Ay, that’s a pleasant sort o* risk, tliat is,” said 
Mr Glegg, indiscreetly winking at Tom, who couldn’t 
avoid smiling. But BoB Stemmed the injured lady’s 
outburst, 

“ Aj’’, mum,” he said, admiringly, “ you know 
what’s what — you do. An it’s nothing but fair. 
Ton see how the first bit of a job answers, an* then 
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you’ll come down handsome. Lors, it’s a fine thing 
to hev good kin. I got my bit of a nest-egg, as the 
master calls it, all by my own sharpness — ten suv- 
reigns it was — wi^ dousing the fire at Terry’s mill, 
an’ it’s growed an* growed by a bit an’ a bit, till I’n 
got a matter o* thirty pound to lay out, besides 
maldii’ my mother* comfor’ble. I sliould get more, 
on’y I’m such a soft wi* the women — I can’t help 
lottin’ ’em hev such good bargains. There’s this 
bundle, now” (thumping it lustily), “any other chap 
’ud make a pretty penny out on it. But me ! . . . . 
lors, I shall sell ’em for pretty near what I paid for 
’em.” ' 

“ Have you got a bit of good net, now ?” said Mrs 
Glegg, in a patronising tone, moving from the tea- 
table, and folding her napkin. 

“fih, mum, not what you’d think it '^orth your 
while to look at. I’d soorn to show it you. It ’ud 
be an insult to you.!’ 

“ But let me see,” said Mrs Glegg, still patron- 
ising. “If they’re damaged goods, they’re like 
enough to be a bit the better quality.” 

“ No, mum. I know my place,” safd Bob, lifting 
up his pack atid shouldering it. “I’m not going 
t’ expose the lowness o’ my trade to a lady like you. 
Packs is come down f the world : it ’ud eut you to 
th’ heart to see the difference. I’m at your sarvioe, 
sir, when you’ve a mind to"go and see S^lt.’^ • 

“ All in good time,” said Mr Glegg, really unwill- 
ing to out short the dialogue. “ Are you wanted at 
the wharf, Tom ?” 

**No, sir; I left Stowe in illy place.” 
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“Come, put down your pack, and let me Bee,” 
said Mrs Glegg, drawing a chair to the window, and 
seating herself with much dignity. 

“ Don’t you ask it, mum,” said Bob, entreatingly. 
''Make no more words,” said Mrs Glegg, severely, 
but do as I tell you.” 

“Eh, nmin, I’m loth — that I am,” said Bob, slowly 
depositing his pack on the step, and beginning to 
untie it with unwilling fingers. “ But what you 
order shall be done” (much fumbling in pauses be- 
tween tho sentences). “It’s not as you’ll buy a 
single thing on me. . I’d bo sorry for you to do 
it . . . for think o’ them poor women up i’ the vil- 
lages there, as niver stir a hundred yards from home 
... it *ud be a pity for anybody to buy up their 
bargains. Lors, it’s as good as a junketing to ’em 
when they see me wi’ my pack .... an’ I shall 
niver pick up such bargains for ’em agaii^. Least 
ways, I’ve no time now, for I’m off to Laceham. See 
here, now,” Bob went on, becoming rapid again, and 
holding up a scarlet woollen kerchief with an em- 
broidered wreath in the comer ; “ here’s a thing to 
make a lass’s mouth water, an’ on’y two shillin’ — on’ 
why? Why, ’cause there’s a bit of a moth -hole 
i’ this plain end. Lors, I think the moths an’ the 
mildew was sent by Providence o’ purpose to cheapen 
tho goods a bit for tbe good-lookin’ women as han’t 
got much money. If it hadn’t been for the moths, 
how, every hankicher on ’em ’ud ha’ gone to the rich 
handsome ladies, like you, mum, at five shillin’ 
a-piece — not a farthin’ less ; but what does the 
moth do? Why, it nibbles off three shillin’ o’ the 
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price i* no time/ an’ then a packman like me can 
carry’t to tho poor lasses as live under the dark 
thack, to make a bit of a blaze for ’em. Lors, it’s 
as good as a fire, to look at. such a hankicher 1 ” 

Bob held it at a distance for admiration, but Mrs 
Glegg said sharply — 

“ Yes, bttt nobody wants a lire this time o’ year. 
Put these coloured things by — ^let me look at your 
nets, if you’ve got ’em.” 

“ Eh, mum, I told you how it ud be,’* said Bob, 
flinging aside the coloured things with an air of 
desperation. “ I knowc^ it *ud turn again’ you to 
look at ’such paltry articles as I carry. Here’s a 
piece o’ figured muslin now — what’s the use o’ your 
lookin’ at it ? You might as well look at poor folks s 
victual, mum — it’ud on’y take away youj^ appetite. 
There’s a yard i’ the middle ou’t as the pattern’s all 
missed — lors, why it’s a muslin as the Prince'ss Vic- 
toree might ha’ wore — but,” added Bob, flinging it 
behind him on to the turf, as if to save Mrs Glcgg’s 
eyes, “ it’ll be bought up by th’ huckster’s wife at 
Fibb’s End — that’s where «7’11 go — ten shillin’ fos tho 
whole lot — ^ten yards, countin’ the damaged ’un — 
five^an’^twenty 8hillin”ud ha’ been the price — not a 
penny less. But I’ll say no more, mum ; it’s notliing 
to you — a piece o* muslin like that ; you can afford 
to pay three times the money for a thing as isn’t 
half so good. It’s nets you talked on ; well, I’ve got 
a piece as ’ull serve you to make fun on . . . 

^ Bring me that muslin,” said Mrs Glegg : “ it’s a 
buff — I’m partial to buff.” 

Eh, but a damaged thing,” said Bob, in a tone 

TOL. u. p 
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of deprecating disgust. “ You*d do nothing with it, 
mum — you*d give it to the cook, I know you would 
—an' it 'ud be a pity — she'd look too much like a 
lady in it— ^it's unbecoming for servants." 

‘‘ Fetch it and let me see you measure it,” said 
Mrs Glegg, authoritatively. 

Bob obeyed witli ostentatious reluctance. 

“ See what there is over measure I" he said, hold- 
ing forth the extra half-yard, while Mrs Glegg was 
busy examining the damaged yard, and throwing 
her head back to see how far the fault would bo lost 
on a distant view. „ 

“ ril give you six shilling for it," she said, throw- 
ing it down with the air of a person who mentions an 
ultimatum. 

“ Didn't I tell you now, mum, afT it 'ud hurt your 
feelings to look at my pack ? That damaged bit's 
turned your stomach now — I see it has," said Bob, 
wrapping the muslin up with the utmost quickness, 
and apparently about to fasten up his pack, "You're 
used to seein* a different sort o' article carried by 
packmen, when you lived at the Stone House. Packs 
is come down i* the world; I told you that: my goods 
are for common folks. Mrs Pepper 'ull give me ten 
shillin' for that muslin, an' be sorry as I didn't ask 
her more. Such articles answer i' the wearin' — 
they keep their colour till the threads melt away i' 
the wash-tub, an’ that won't be while J'm a young 
un.'’ 

“ Well, seven shilling,’' said Mrs Glegg. 

“ Put it out o' your mind, mum, now do,” said 
Bob. “ Here's a bit o’ net, then, for you to look at 



THE MILL ON THE FLOSS. 


83 


before I tie up my pack : just for you to see what 
my traders come to : spotted and sprigged, you see, 
beautiful, but yallow — 's been lyin’ by an’ got the 
wrong colour. I could niver ha’ bought such net, 
if it hadn't been yallow. Lore, it’s took mo a deal 
o’ study to know the vally o’ such articles ; when I 
begun to cany a pack, I was as ignirant as a pig — 
net or calico was all tho same to me. I thought 
them things the most vally as was the thickest. I 
was took in dreadful — for I’m a straightforrard chap 
— up to no tricks, mum. I can ou’y say my nose is 
my own, for if I went beyond, I should lose myself 
pretty quick. • An’ I gev five-an’-eightpence for that 
piece o’ net — if I was to tell y’ anything else I should 
be tcllin’ you fibs : an’ five-an’-oightpenco I shall 
ask for it — not a penny more — for it’s a woman’s 
article, an’ I like to ’commodate the woiflOti. Five- 
an-’eightpence for six yards — as cheap as if it was 
only the dirt on it as was paid for.” 

“ I don’t mind having three yards of it,” said Mrs 
Glegg. 

“ Why, there’s but six altogether/’ said Bob. 
‘‘ No, mum, it isn’t worth your while ; you can go 
to the shop to-mon’ow an’ get the same pattern ready 
whitened. It’s on’y three times the money — what's 
that to a lady like you?” He gave an emphatic tie 
to his bundle. 

“ Come, lay me out that muslin,” said Mrs Glegg. 
“ Here’s eight shilling for it.” 

You will be jokin’, mum,” said Bob, looking up 
with a laughing face ; “ I see'd you was a pleasant 
lady when I fust come to the winder,” 
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“ Well, put it me out," said Mrs Glegg, peremp^ 
torily. 

“ i3ut if I lot you Ijuve it for ten shillin’, mum, 
you’ll bo so good as not tell nobody. I should be 
a laughin’-stock — the trade ’ud hoot me, if they 
kiiowed it. I’m obliged to make T3elieve as I ask 
more nor I do for my goods, else they’d find out I 
was a flat. I’m glad you don’t insist upo’ buyin’ the 
net, for then I should ha* losfniy two best bargains 
for Mrs Pepper o’ Fibb’s End — an* she’s a rare ous- 
tomer." 

“Let me look at the net.sgain,” said Mrs Glegg, 
yearning after the cheap spots and sprigs, now they 
were vanishing. 

“ Well, I can’t deny you^ mum,” said Bob, hand- 
ing it out. “Eh! see what a pattern now! -Real 
Laoehara goods. Now, this is the sort o’ article I’m 
recommendin’ Mr Tom to send out. Lore, it’s a fine 
thing for anybody as has got a bit o’ money — these 
Laceham goods ’ud make it breed like maggits. If 
I was a lady wi’ a bit o’ money ! — why, I know one 
as put thirty pound into them goods — a lady wi’ a 
cork leg ; but as sharp — you wouldn’t catch her run- 
nin’ her head into a sack : s/ze’d see her^ way clear 
out o’ anything afore she’d be in a hurry to start. 
WeU, she let out thirty pound to a young man in 
the drapering line, and he laid it out i* Laceham 
goods, an’ a shupercargo o' my acquinetance (not 
Salt) took ’em out, an’ she got her eight per zent 
fust go off — an' now you can’t hold her but she must 
be sendin’out caiguies wi’ every ship, till she’s gettin' 
as rich as a Jew, Bucks her name is — she doesn’t 
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live this town. Now then, mum, if you’ll please 
to give me the net ....** 

“ Here's fifteen shilling, then, for the two," said 
Mrs Glegg. “ But it's a shameful price." 

‘‘ Nay, mum, you'll niver say that when you're 
upo’ your knees i’ church i’ five years’ time. I’m 
makin' you a present o’ th’ articles — I am, indeed. 
That eightpence shaves off my profit as clean as a 
razor. Now then, sir," continued Bob, shouldering 
his pack, if you please. I’ll bo glad to go and see 
about makin* Mr Tom’s fortin’. Eh, I wish Td 
got another twenty pofind to lay out for ?7iysen : 
I shouldn’t stay to say my Catochisru afore I 
know’d what to do wi’t." 

‘‘Stop a bit, Mr Glegg," said the lady, as her 
husband took his bat, “ you never will give me the 
chance o’ speaking. You’ll go away now, and finish 
everything about this business, and come back and 
tell me it's too late for mo to speak. As if I wasn't 
my nephey’s own aunt, and th’ head o’ tlio family* 
on his mother's side I and laid by guineas, all full 
weight, for him — as he’ll know who to respect when 
I’m laid in my cofiin.” 

“ Well, Mrs G., say what you mean," said Mr G., 
hastily. 

“ Well, then, I desire as nothing may be done 
without my knowing. I don't say as I shan’t ven- 
ture twenty pounds, if you make out as everything’s 
right and safe. And if I do, Tom," concluded Mrs 
Glegg, turning impressively to her nephew, “ I hope 
you’ll allays bear it in mind and be grateful for such 
an aunt* 1 mean you to pay me interest, you know 
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— I don’t approve o’ giving ; we niver looked for 
that in my family.” 

** Thank you, aunt,” said Tom, rather proudly. 
“ I prefer liaving the money only lent to me.” 

“ Very well : tliat’s the Dodson sperrit,” said Mrs 
Glegg, rising to got her knitting with the sense that 
any further remark after this would be bathos. 

Salt — that eminently “briny chap” — having been 
discovered in a cloud of tobacco smoke at the Anchor 
Tavern, Mr Glcgg commenced inquiries which turned 
out satisfactorily enough to warrant the advance of 
the “nest-egg,” to which clurit Glegg contributed 
twenty pounds ; and in this modest beginning you 
see the ground of a fact which might otherwise sur- 
prise you — namely, Tom’s accumulation of a fund, 
unkiiowq^to his father, that promised in no* very 
long time to meet the more tardy process of saving, 
and quite cover the deficit. When once his atten- 
tion had been turned to this source of gain, Tom 
determined to make the roost of it, and lost no 
opportunity of obtaining information and extending 
his small enterprises. In not telling his father, he 
was influenced by that strange mixture of opposite 
feelings which often gives equal truth to those who 
blame an action and those who admire it ; paitly, it 
was that disinclination to confidence which is seen 
between near kindred — that family repulsion which 
spoils the most sacred relations of our lives ; partly, 
it was the desire to surprise his father with a great 
joy. Ho did not see that it would have been better 
to soothe the^ interval with a new hope, and prevent 
the delirium of a too sudden elation. 
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At the time of Maggie^s first meeting with Philip, 
Tom had already nearly a hundred and fifty pounds 
of his own capital, and while they were walking by 
the evening light in the Bed Deeps, he, by the same 
evening light, was riding into Laceham, proud of 
being on his first journey on behalf of Guest & 
Co., and revolving in his mind all the chances that 
by the end of another year he should have doubled 
his gains, lifted off the obloquy of debt from bis 
father’s name, and perhaps — for ho phoiild be twenty- 
one — have got a new start for himself, on a higher 
platform of employmeijt. Did he not deserve it? 
He was quite sure that he did. 



CHAPTEE III. 

TUE WAVERING BALANCE. 

T SAID that Maggie went home that evening from 
the Red Deeps with a mental conflict already begun. 
You have soon clearly enough, in her interview with 
Philip, what that conflict was. Here suddenly was 
an opening in the rocky wall which shut in the 
narrow v^klley of humiliation, where all her prospect 
was the remote unfathomed sky ; and some of the 
memory-haunting earthly delights were no longer 
out of her reach. She might have books, converse, 
affection — she might hear tidings of the world from 
which her mind had not yet lost its sense of exile ; 
and it would be a kindness to Philip too, who was 
pitiable — clearly not happy ; and perhaps here was 
an opportunity indicated for making her mind more 
worthy of its highest service — perhaps the noblest^ 
completest devoutuess could hardly exist without 
some width of knowledge : must she always live in 
this resigned imprisonment ? It was so blamelesSy 
so good a thing that there should be friendship be- 
tween her and Philip ; the motives that forbade it 
were so unreasonable — so unchristian I But the 
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severe monotoncnis warning came again and again 
— that she was losing tlie simplicity and clearness of 
her life by admitting a ground of concealment, and 
that, by forsaking the simple rule of renunciation, 
she was throwing herself under tho seductive guid- 
ance of illimitable w^nts. She thought she had won 
strength to obey the warning before she allowed her- 
self the next week to turn her steps in tho evening 
to tho Red Deeps. But while she was resolved to 
say an affectionate farewell to Philip, how she looked 
forward to that evening walk in the still, fleckered 
shade of the hollows, a\jray from all that was harsh 
and unlovely; to tho affectionate •admiring looks 
that would meet her; to the sense of comradeship 
that childish memories would give to wiser, older 
talk ; to the certainty that Philip would care to hear 
everything she said, which no one else careffrfor I It* 
was a half-hour that it would bo very hard to turn 
her back upon, with the sense that there would bo 
no other like it. Yet she said what she meant to 
say ; she looked firm as well as sad. 

. “Philip, I have made up my mind — it is right 
that we should give each other up, in everything 
but memory. I could not see you without conceal- 
ment — stay, I know what you are going to say — it 
is other people’s wrong feelings that make conceal- 
ment necessary ; but concealment is bad, however it 
may bo caused. I feel that it would be bad for me, 
for us both. And then, if our secret were discovered, 
there would be notlnng but misery— dreadful anger; 
and then we muet part after all, and it would be 
harder, when we were used to seeing each other/' 
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Philip’s face had flushed, and there was a momen- 
tary eagerness of expression, as if he had been about 
to resist this decision with all his might. But he 
controlled himself, and said with assumed calmness, 

Well, Maggie, if we must part, let us try and for- 
get it for one half-hour : let us talk together a little 
while — for the last time.” 

Ho took her hand, and Maggie felt no reason to 
withdraw it : his quietness made her all the more 
sure she had given him great pain, and she wanted 
to show him how unwillingly she had given it. They 
walked together hand in lia^id in i^ilence. 

“ Lot us sit *down .the hollow/’ said Philip, 

where we stood the las^tirne. See how the dog- 
roses have strewed the ground, and spread their opal 
petals over it I ” ^ 

They sat down at the roots of the slanting ash. 

“ I’ve begun my picture of you among the Scotch 
firs, Maggie,” said Philip, “ so you must let me study 
your face a littls^, while you stay— sincb I am not to 
see it again. Plsas^, turn your head this way.” 

This was said in an entreatihg voice, and it would 
have been very hard of Maggie to refuse. The full 
lustrous face, with the bright black coronet, looked 
down, like that of a divinity well, pleased to be wor- 
shipped, on the pole-hued, small-featured face that 
was turned up to it. 

“ I shall be sitting for my second portrait .then,” 
she said, smiling. Will it be larger than ihe 
other?” 

0 yes, much larger. It is an oil-painting. Xou 
will look like a tail Hamadryad, da^k and atro^g 
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and noble, just issued from one of the fir-trees, when 
the stems are casting their afternoon shadows on the 
grass.” 

“ You seem to think more of painting than of any- 
thing now, Philip ?” 

“ Perhaps I do,” said Philip, rather sadly ; “ but 
I think of too many things — sow all sorts of seeds, 
and get no great harvest from any ono of them. Tin 
cursed with susceptibility in every direction, and 
effective faculty in none. I care for paintiiig and 
music; I care for c^i-Rsic literature, and medieval 
literature, and modern liiferature : *1 flutter all ways, 
and fly in none:” ^ 

“ But surely that is a happiness to have so many 
tastes — to enjoy BO many beautiful things — w'hen 
they are within your regifCh,”" said Maggie, lupsingly. 

It always seemed to me a soit of clever stupidity 
only to have one sort of talent — almost like a carrier- 
pigeon.” 

“ It might be a happiness to have many tastes if 
I were like other men,” said PkiBp, bitterly. “ I 
might get some power and distinc^on by mere, medi- 
ocrity, as they do ; at least I should get those mid- 
dling satisfactions which make men contented to do 
without great ones. I might think society at St 
Ogg’s agreeable then. But nothing could make life 
worth the purcliase-money of pain to me, but some 
faculty that would lift me above the dead level of 
provincial existence. Yes — there is one thing; a 
passion answers as well as a faculty.” 

Maggie did not hear the last w^ords: she was 
struggling against the consciousness that Philip's 
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words had set her own discontent vibrating' again 
as it used to do. 

“ I understand wliat you mean,” she said, “ though 
I know so much less than you do. I used to think 
I could never bear life if it kept on being the same 
every day ; and I must always be doing things of 
no consequence, and never know anything greater. 
But, dear Philip, I think we are only like children, 
that some one who is wiser is taking care of. Is it 
not right to resign ourselves entirely, whatever may 
be denied us ? I have found great peace in that for 
the last two or three years. — even joy in subduing 
my own will.” 

“ Yes, Maggie,” said Philip, vehemently ; ‘‘ and 
you are shutting yourself up in a narrow self-delu- 
sive fanaticism, which is only a way of escaping pain 
by starving into dulness all the highest powers of 
your nature. Joy and peace are not resignation: 
resignation is the willing endurance of a pain that 
is not allayed — that you don’t expect to be allayed. 
Stupefaction is not resignation : and it is stupefaction 
to remain in ignorance — to shpt up all the avenues 
by which the life of your fellow-men might become 
knowi\ to you. 1 am not resigned ; 1 am not sure 
that life is long enough to learn that lesson. Tou 
are not resigned: you are only trying to stupefy 
yourself” 

Maggie’s lips trembled she felt there was some 
truth in what Philip said, and yet there was a deeper 
consciousness that, for any immediate application it 
had to her conduct, it was no better than falsity. Her 
double impression corresponded to the double im* 
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pulso of the speaker. Philip seriously believed what 
he said, but he said it with voheuience because it 
made an argument against the resolution that opposed 
his wishes. But Maggie’s face, made more child- 
like by the gathering tears, touched him with a ten- 
dei*er, less egoistic feeling. He took her hand and 
said gently — 

“ Don’t let us think of such things in this short 
half-hour, Maggie. Let us only care about being 


together We shall be friends in spite of 

separation We shall always think of each 


other. I shall be glad Ho live as long as you are 
alive, because I shall think there may always come 
a time when I can — when you will let me help you 
in some wa^.’* 

** Wiiat a dear, good brother you would h%ve been, 
Philip/* said Maggie, smiling through the haze of 
tears. “ I think you would have made as muclx fuss 
about me, and been as pleased for me to love you, 
as would have satisfied even me. You would have 
loved me well enough to bear with me, and forgive 
me everything. That was what I always longed that 
Tom should do. I was never satisfied with a little 
of anything. That is why H is better for me to do 
without earthly happiness altogether. ... 1 never 

felt that I had enough music — I wanted more in- 
struments playing together — I wanted voices to be 
fuller and deeper. Do you ever sing now, Philip?” 
she added abruptly, as if she had forgotten what 
went before. 

^‘Tes,” he said, every day, almost. But my voice 
is only middling — ^like everything else in me.^^ 
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0 Bing me sometbing — jast one Boug, 1 may 
liBten to that, before I go — something yon need to 
Bing at. Lorton on a Saturday afternoon, when we 
had the drawing-room all to ourselves, and I put my 
apron over my helid to listen.” 

1 know,” said Philip, and Maggie buried her 
face in her hands, while he sang soito voce^ ‘‘Love 
in her eyes sits playing and then said, “ That's it, 
isn’t it ? ” 

“ 0 no, I won’t stay,” said Maggie, starting up. 
“ It will only haunt me. Let us walk, Philip. I 
must go home.” t 

She moved away, so that he was obliged to rise 
and follow her. 

“Maggie,” he said, in a tone of remonstrance, 
“ don’t persist in this wilful, senseless privation. It 
makes me wretched to see you benumbing and cramp- 
ing your nature in this way. Tou were so full of 
life when you were a child : I thought you would bo 
a brilliant woman— all wit and bright imagination. 
And it flashes out in your face still, until you draw 
that veil of dull quiescence over it” 

“ Why do you speak so bitterly to me, Philip?” 
said Mnggie. , 

“ Because I foresee it will not end well : you can 
never carry on this self-torture.” 

“ I shall have strength given me,” said Maggie, 
tremulously. 

“ No, you will not, Maggie : no one has strength 
given to do what il unnatural. It is mere cowardice 
to seek safety in negations. No character becomes 
Strong in that way. .You will be thrown into the 
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world some day, and then every rational satisfaction 
of your nature that you deny now, will assault you 
like a savage appetite.” 

Maggie started and paused, looking at Philip with 
alarm in her face. 

“Philip, how dare you shake mo in this way? 
You are a tempter.” 

“No, I am not ; biif' love gives insight, Maggie, 
and insight often gives foreboding. Listen to me — let 
me supply you with books ; do lot me see you some- 
times — bo your brother and teacher, as you said at 
Lorton. It is loss wrong that you should see me than 
that you should bo committing tiiis long suicide.” 

Maggie felt unable to speak. She shook her head 
and walked on in silence, till they came to ll)e end 
of tha Scotch firs, and she put out her hand in sign 
of parting. 

“ Do you banish me from tliis jdaco for over, then, 
Maggie ? Surely I may come and walk in it some - 
times ? If I meet you by chaijce, there is no con- 
cealment in that ? ” 

It is the moment when our resolution seems about 
to become irrevocable — when the fatal iron ‘gates 
are about to close upon us — that tests our strength. 
Then, after hours of clear reasoning and firm con- 
viction, we snatch at any sophistry that will nullify 
our .long struggles, and bring us the defeat that wo 
love better than victory. 

Maggie felt her heart leap at this subterfuge of 
Philip's, and there passed over her face that almost 
imperceptible shock which accompanies any relief. 
He saw it,' and they parted in silence. 
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Philip’s sense of the situation was too complete 
for him not to bo visited with glancing fears lest 
he had been intervening too presumptuously in the 
action of Maggie’s conscience — perhaps for a selfish 
end. But no I — he persuaded himself his end was 
not Belfish. He had little hope that Maggie would 
ever return the strong feeling he had for her ; and it 
must be better for Maggie’s future life when these 
petty family obstacles to her freedom had disappeared, 
that the present should not be entirely sacrificed, and 
that she should have some opportunity of ci|lture — 
some interchange with a mifid above the vulgar level 
of those she was now condemned to live with. If we. 
only look far enough oif for the consequence of our 
actions, we can always find some point in the com- 
bination. of results, by which those actions can be 
justified : by adopting the point of view of a Provi- 
dence who arranges results, or of a philosopher who 
traces them, we shall find it possible to obtain per- 
fect complacency in choosing to do what is most 
agreeable to us in the present moment. And it was 
in this way that Philip justified his subtle efibrts to 
overcome Maggie’s true prompting against a con- 
cealment tliat would introduce Joubleness into her 
own mind, and might cause new misery to those who 
had the primary natural claim on her. But there was 
a surplus of passion in him that niade him half inde- 
pendent of justifying motives. His longing to see 
Maggie, and make an element in her life, had in it 
some of that savage impulse to snatch an offered joy, 
which springs from a life in which the mental and 
bodily constitution have made pain predominate. 
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He had not his full share in the oommon good of 
men : he could not even pass muster v/ith the in- 
significant, but must be singled out for pity, and ex- 
cepted from what was a matter of course with others. 
Even to Maggie he was an exception : it was clear 
that the thought of his being her lover had never 
entered her mind. 

Do not think too hardly of Philip. Ugly and de- 
formed people have great need of unusual virtues, 
because they are likely to be extremely uncomfort- 
able without them: but the theory that unusual vir- 
tues Bp4fig by a direct c()n6equenoo out of personal 
disadvantages, as animals get thicker wool in severe 
climates, is perhaps a little ovorstrained. The temp- 
tations of beauty are much dwelt upon, but I fancy 
they only bear the same relation to those of uglitiess, 
as the temptation to excess at a feast, where the 
delights are varied for eye and ear as well as palate, 
bears to the temptations that assail the desperation 
of hunger. Does not tlie Hunger Tower stand as the 
type of the utmost trial to what is human in us ? 

Philip hod never been soothed by that mothers 
love which flows out to us in the greater abunclanco 
because our need is greater, which clings^ to us the 
more tenderly because we are the less likely to be 
winners in the game of life ; and the sense of his 
father’s affection and indulgenco towards him was 
marred by the keener perception of his father’s faults. 
Kept alopf from all practical life as Philip had been, 
and by nature half-feminine in sensitiveness, l;e had 
some of tbe^ woman’s intolerant repulsion towards 
wotldliness and tiie deliberate pursuit of sensual en^ ^ 
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joyment ; and ibis one strong natural tie in his life 
•—-Lis relation as a son — was like an aobing limb to 
him. Perhaps there is inevitably something morbid 
in a human being who is in any way unfavourably 
excepted from ordinary conditions, imtil the good 
force has had time to triumph; and it has rarely 
had time for that at two-and-twenty. That force 
was present in Philip in much strength, but the sun 
himself looks feeble through the morning mista 



CHAPTER IV. 

ANOTHER LOVE-SCENE. 

Early in the following April, nearly a year after 
that dubious parting yqp. have just witnessed, you 
may, if you like, again see Maggie entering the Red 
Deeps through the group of Scotch firs. But it is 
early afternoon and not evening, and the edge of 
sharppess in the spring air makes her draw her 
large shawl close about her and trip along rather 
quickly ; though she looks round, as usual, that she 
may take in the sight of her beloved trees. There 
is a more eager, inquiring look in her eyes than 
there was last June, and a smile is ^lovering about 
her lips, as if some playful speech were awaiting 
the right hearer. The hearer was not long in 
appearing. 

“ Take back your Cormne,'’ said Maggie, drawing 
a book from under her shawl. “ You were right in 
telling me she would do me no good ; but you were 
wrong in thinking I should wish to be like her.'* * 

• Wouldn't you really like to be a tenth Muse, 
then, Maggie ? " said Philip, looking up in her face 
as we look at a first parting in the olouds that 
QB a bright heaven once more* ^ 



100 


THB inUi ON THE IXQSB. 

}* Not at all,” fold Maggie, langhing. ‘ The 
Muses wer6 unoomfortable goddesses, I think~ 
obliged always to cany rolls and musical instru- 
ments about with them. If I carried a harp in this 
climate, you know, I must have a green baize cover 
for it — and I should be sure to leave it behind me 
by mistake.” 

“ You agree with me in not liking Gorinne, 
then ? ” 

I didn’t finish the book,” said Maggie. “ As 
soon as I came to the blond-haired young lady, read- 
ing in the park, I shut it up and determined to read 
no further. I foresaw that that light- complexioned 
girl would win away all the love from Corinn© and 
make her miserable. I’m determined to read no more 
books where the blond-haired women cany avcay all 
the bai^piness. I should begin to have a prejudice 
against them. If you could give me some story, now, 
where the dark woman triumphs, it would restore tbe 
balance. I want to avenge Kebecca and Flora Mac- 
Ivor, and Minnf and all the rest of the dark unhappy 
ones. Since you are my tutor, you ought to^peserve 
my mind from prejudices — fou we always wg^ing 
against prejudices.” ^ 

WeU, perhaps you will a|renge the dark women 
in your own person, and carry away all the love from 
your cousin Lucy. She is sure to have some h^d- 
Bome young man of St Ogg’s at her feet novT: imd 
you have only to shine upon him — ^your fair Jittle 
cousin will be quite quenched in your beams.^ 

“Philip, that is not pre^ of you, to my 
nonsense to anything real,*^ said Maggie, look^ug 
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hurt " Ab if I, with my old gowns and want of all 
acoompUshmeuts, could be a rival of dear little Lucy, 
who knows and does all sorts of charming things, 
and is ten times prettier than I am — even if I were 
odious and base enough to wish to be her rival. Be- 
sides, I never go to aunt Deane’s when any one is 
there: it is only because dear Lucy is good, and 
loves me, that she comes to see mo, and will have 
me go to see her sometimes.” 

Maggie,” said Philip, with surprise, “ it is not 
like you to take playfulness literally. You* must 
have been in St Ogg’» this morning, and brought 
away a slight infection of dulness.^’ 

“ Well,” said Maggie, smiling, “ if you meant that 
for a joke, it was a poor one ; but I thought it was a 
yery good reproof. I thought you wanted to remind 
me that I am vain, and wish every one to admire me 
most. But it isn’t for that, that Pm jealous for the 
dork women — not because I’m dark myself. It's 
because I always care the most about the unhappy 
j)eople: if the blonde girl were forsaken, I should 
like Acr,,best. I always take the side of the^ rejected 
lover in the storied.” 

^ Then yoif would never have the heart to reject 
one yourself — should* you, Maggie?” said Philip, 
flushing a little. 

I don’t know,” said Maggie, hesitatingly. Then 
. with a bright smile — “ I think perhaps I could if be 
were rery conceited ; and yet, if he got extremely 
humiliated afterwards, I should relent.” 

IVe often wondered, Maggie,” Philip said, with 
some effort, whether you wouldn’t really be move 
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likelj to love a man that other women w^ not 
likely to love.” 

That would depend on what they didn't like him 
for/' said Maggie, laughing. He might be very dis- 
agreeable. He might look at me through an eye-glass 
stuck in his eye, making a hideous face, as young 
Torry does. I should think other women are not fond 
of that ; but I never felt any pity for young Tony. 
IVe never any pity for conceited people, because I 
think they carry theirlbomfort about with them.” 

But suppose, Maggie — suppose it was a man 
who was not conceited — who felt he had nothing 
to be conceited about-^who had been marked firom 
childhood for a peculiar kind of suffering — and to 
whom you were the day-star of his life — who loved 
you, worshipped you, so entirely that he felt ikhapt 
piness enough for him if you would let him see you 
at rare moments . . . ." 

Philip paused with a pang of dread lest his confess 
sion should cut short this very happiness — a pang of 
the same dread that had kept his love mute Ihrou^ 
long months. A rush of self-consciousness tpld him 
that lie was besotted to have sai^ all this. Maggie^s 
manner this morning had h^en as unconstrained and 
indifferent as ever. 

But shgrwas not looking indifferent now. Struck 
with the unusual emotion in Philip's tone, she had 
turned quickly to look at him, and as he wont on 
speaking, a great change came over her faoo^-a flush 
and slight spasm of the features such as we see in 
people who hear some news that will require them 
to readjust their conceptions of the past. She was 
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qiiite silent^ and, waUdng on towards the trank of a 
fallen tree, she sat down, as if she had no strength to 
sparafor her muscles. She was trembling. 

Maggie,*’ said Philip, getting more and more 
alarmed, in every fresh moment of silence, I was 
a fool to say it — ^forget that I’ve said it. I shall be 
contented if things can be as they were.” 

The distress with which he spoke, urged Maggie 
to say something. *‘I am so surprised, Philip — I 
had not thought of* it.” And the effort to say this 
brought the tears down too. 

Has it made you ha^e me, Maggie ?” said Philip, 
impetuously. “Do you think I’m a presumptuous 
fool?” 

“ 0 Philip 1 ’^said Maggie, “ how can you think I 
have puch feelings ? — as if I were not grateful for any 
love. But .... but I had never thought of your 
being my lover. It seemed so far off — like a dream 
— only like one of the stories one imagines — that I 
should ever have a lover.” 

“ Then can you bear to think of me as your lover, 
Maggie?” said Philip, seating himself ^by her and 
taking her hand, in the elation of a sudden hope. 
** JEfo you love mo ? ” 

Maggie turned rather pale : this direct question 
seemed not easy to answer. But her eyes Philip’s, 
which were in this moment liquid and beautiful with 
beseeching love* Bhe spoke with hesitation, yet with 
sweet, simple, girlish tenderness. 

“I think I could hardly love any one better : there 
is nothing but what I love you for.” She paused a 
j^ttle while, and then added, “ But it will be better 
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for UB not to eay any more about it — won’t ft, dear 
Philip? You know we couldn’t even be friends,, if 
our friendship were discovered. I have never felt 
that I was right in giving way about se^g yoU' — 
though it has been so precious to me in sonje ways ; 
and DOW the fear comes upon me strongly again, that 
it will lead to evil.” 

But no evil has come, Maggie ; and if you had 
been guided by that fear before, you would only have 
lived through another di’eary benumbing year, instead 
of reviving into your real self.” 

Maggie shook her head, It has been very sweet, 
I know — all the talking together, and the books, and 
the feeling that I had the walk to look forward to, 
when I could tell you the thoughts that had come 
into my head while I was away from you. But it 
has made me restless : it has made me think a great 
deal about the world ; and I have impatient thoughts 
again — I get weary of my home — and then it cuts me 
to the heart afterwards, that I should ever have felt 
weary of my father and mother. I think what you 
Call being benumbed was better — better for me-i-for 
then my seldsh desires were benumbed.” 

Philip had risen again, and was walking backwards 
and forwards impatiently. * 

^ No, Maggie, you have wrong ideas of self-con- 
qnest, as Tve often told you. What you call self- 
conquest — blinding and deafening yourself to all 
but one train of impressions — is only the culture 
of monomania in a nature like yours.” 

He had spoken with some irritation, but he 
sat down by her egaiu, and took her hw4< 



105 


THIS MItti ON THE FtOSS. 

** Doh^t think of the past now, Maggie; think only 
qf OUT love. If you can really cling to me with all 
your heart, every obstacle will be overcome in time : 
we nee€ Otily wait. I can live on hope. Look at me, 
Maggie ; tell me again, ft is possible for you to love 
me. Don’t look away from me to that cloven tree ; 
it is a bad omen.” 

She turned her large dark glance upon him with a 
sad smile. 

Come, Maggie, say one kind word, or else you 
were better to me at Lorton. You asked me if I. 
should like you to kiser me — don’t you remember ? 
—and you promised to kiss me when you met me 
again. Ton never kept the promise.” 

The recollection of that childish time came as a 
sweet* relief to Maggie. It made the present mo- 
ment less strange to her. She kissed him almost as 
simply and quietly as she had done when she was 
twelve years old. Philip’s eyes flashed with delight, 
but his next words were words of discontent. 

“You don’t seem happy enough, Maggie ; you are 
forcing yourself to say you love me,*out of pity.” 

“ No, Philip,” said Maggie, shaking her head, in 
her old childish way ; “ I’m telling you the truth. 
It is all new and strange to mo ; but I don’t think I 
could love any one better ihan I love you. I should 
like always to liv^ with you — to make you happy. 
I have always been happy when I have been with 
you. i There is only one thing I will not do for your 
sake t I will never do anyt|;xing to wound my father. 
You nfust never ask that from me.” ' 

Ko« Maggie : X will ask nothing — 1 will bear 
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everything — FU wait another year only for a kiss, if 
yon will only give me the first place in yonr hearif’ 
^‘No,” said Maggie, smiling, I won^t make you 
wait so long as that/^ But then, looking serious 
again, she added, as she rose from her seat— • 

** But what would yonr own father say, Philip ? 
0, it is quite impossible we can ever be more than 
friends — ^brother and sister in secret, as we have 
been. Let us give up thinking of everything else.” 

“ No, Maggie, I can't give you up— unless you 
are deceiving me — unless you really only care fin: 
me as if I were your broths. Tell me the trutL” 

“ Indeed, I do, Philip. What happiness have I 
ever had so great as being with you ? — since I was 
a little girl — the days Tom was good to me. And 
your mind is a sort of world to me : you can tell me 
all I want to know. I think I should never be tired 
of being with you.” 

They were walking hand in hand, looking at each 
other ; Mhggie, indeed, was hurrying along, for she 
felt it time to be gone. But the sense that thsir 
parting was near, made her more anxious lest she 
should have unintentionally left some painful im- 
pression on Philip’s mind. It was one of thdse 
dangerous moments when speech is at once sinoere 
and deceptive — ^when feeling, rising high above its 
average depth, leaves flood-marks which are never 
reached again. 

They stopped to port among the Scotch firs^ 

‘‘ Then my life will be fiHed with hope, 
and 1 shall be happier than other men, in i^te of 
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all? We do belong to each other — ^for always — 
whether we are apart or together? ” 

** Yes, Philip-: I should like never to part : ] 
should like to make your life very happy." 

“ I am waiting for something else — I " wondei 
whether it will come.” 

Maggie smiled, with glistening tears, and ther 
stooped her tall head to kiss the pale face that was 
Ml of pleading, timid love — like a woman's. 

She had a moment of real happiness then — s 
m<naent of belief that? if there were sacrifice in this 
love, it was all the richef and more satisfying. 

She turned away ancLhurried home, feeling thal 
in the hour since she had trodden this road before, 
a new era had begun for her. The tissue of vague 
dreams must now get narrower and narrower, and 
all the threads of thought and emotion bo gradually 
absorbed in the woof of her actual daily life. 



CHAPTER V. 

THE CLOVEN TREE. 

Secrets a,^e rarely betrayed or discovered according 
to any programme our fear has sketched out. Pear 
is almost always haunted by terrible dramatic scenes, 
which recur in spite of the best-argued probabilities 
against them ; and during a year that Maggie had 
had the burthen 6| concealment on her mind, the 
possibility of disoofery had continually presented 
itself under the form of a sudden meeting with her 
father oB^Tom when she was walking with Philip in 
the Red Deeps. She Was aware that this was not 
one of the mq||t likely events ; but it was the scene 
that^most'completely symbolised her inward dread. 
Those^light indirect suggestions which are depend-* 
ent on apparently 4bri vial comcid^oes and incalcm^ 
lable states of mind, are the favourite machinery of 
Fact, but are not the stuff in which imagination is 
apt to work. 

Certainly one of the person pt about whom 
fears were farthest from tspubling themselves was 
her aunt Pullet, on whom, seeing that she did not 
live in St Ogg’s, and was neither sharp-eyed tax 
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sh&rp-texnpered, it would surely have been (^nite 
; whimsioal of them to fix rather than on aunt Glegg. 
And yet the channel of fatality — ^the pathway of the 
lightning — was no other than aunt Pullet. She did 
not live at St Ogg’s, but the road from Garum Firs 
lay by the Bed Deeps, at the end opposite that by 
which Maggie entered. 

The day after Maggie's last meeting with Philip, 
being a Sunday on which Mr Pullet was bound to 
appear in funeral^ hat-band and scarf at St Ogg's 
church, Mrs Pullet made tliis the occasion of dining 
with sister Glegg, and ^king tea with poor sister 
Tnlliver. Sunday was the one day in the week on 
which Tom was at home in the afternoon ; and to- 
day the brighter spirits he had been in of late bad 
flowed,over in unusually cheerful open chat with his 
father, and in the invitation, ^^^ome, Magsie, you 
come tool" when he strolled out with liis mother in 
the garden to see the advancing cherry-blossoms. 
He bad been better pleased with Maggie since she 
had been less odd and ascetic ; he was even getting 
rather proud of her : several personsL^d remarked 
in his hearing that his sister was a very^fine girl. 
To-djiy there was a peculiar brightness in hei^ Tace, 
due in reality toucan under-currfnt of excitement, 
which had as much doubt and pain as pleasure in 
it ; but it might pass for a sign of happiness. 

‘‘ You look very well, my dear,” said aunt Pullet, 
ehaldfig her head sadijf, as theysat round the tea- 
table. I niver thoug|yt your girl ^ud be so good- 
looking, Bessy. But you must wear^ink, my dear : 
that blue thing as your aunt Glegg gave you turns 
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you into a orowflower. Jane never wa$ tasty. 
don’t you wear that gown o’ mine ? ” 

It is so pretty and so smart, aunt I think* it^s 
too showy for me — at least for my other clotbesi 
that 1 must wear with it.” 

“ To be sure, it ’ud be unbecoming if it wasn’t w^ 
known you’ve got them belonging to you as oan 
afford to give you such things when they’ve done 
with ’em themselves. It stands to reason I must 
■give my own niece clothes now and then— ®aoh 
things as I buy every year, an(f never wear any- 
thing out And as for Lucy, there's no giving to 
her, for she’s got everything o’ the choicest : sister 
Deane may well hold her head up, though she looks 
dreadful yallow, poor thing — I doubt this liver-com- 
plaint *ull cany her off. That’s what this ney vicar, 
this Dr Kenn, said in the funeral sermon to-day.” 

“ Ah, he’s a wonderful preacher, by all aocountr— 
isn’t he, Sophy ? ” said Mrs Tulliver. 

<<Why, Lucy had got a collar on this blessed 
day,” continued Mrs Pullet, with her eyes fixed in a 
ruminating manner, as I don’t say I haven’t got 
as good, but I must look out my best to match 

“Miss Lucy’s called the bell o’ St Ogg’s, they 
say : that's a our’ous word,” obseired Mr PuUet, mi 
whom the mysteries of etymology sometimes fejd 
with an oppressive weight. 

“Pooh! ” said Mr Tulliver, jealous for Maggie, 
“she’s a small thing, not ^uch of a fignna Bttt 
fine feathers ihake fine birds. I see nothibg ^ 
admire so much in those diminutive wom^f ^y 
look Bjlly by the mde o’ the men— out o’ 
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Whm 1 chpse my wife, I chose her the right 8iz6~ 
neither too Kttle nor too big.” 

The poor wife, with her withered beauty, smiled 
complacently. 

** But the men aren’t all big,” said uncle Pullet, 
not without some self-reference; ^^a young fellow 
may be good-looking and yet not be a six-foot, like 
Master Tom here.” 

^^Ah, it’s poor talking about littleness and big- 
ness, — anybody may think it’s a mercy they’re 
straight,” said aunt Pullet. “There’s that mis- 
made son o* Lawyer Wakem’s — T saw him at church 
to-day. Dear, dear I to think o’ the property he’s 
like to have; and they say he’s very queer and 
lonely— doesn’t like much company. I shouldn’t 
wondqr if he goes out of his mind ; for we never 
come along the road but he’s a-scrambling out o’ 
the trees and brambles at the Bed Deeps.” 

This wide statement, by which Mrs Pullet repre- 
sented the fact that she had twice seen Philip at the 
spot indicated, produced an effect on Maggie which 
was all the stronger -because Tom sate opposite her, 
and she was intensely anxious to look indifferent. 
At Philip’s name she had blushed, and the blush 
deepened every instant from consciousness, until the 
mention of the Bed Deeps made her feel as if the 
whole secret were betrayed, and she dared not even 
hold her tea-spoon lest she should show how she 
tremUed. She sat vtlth her hands clasped under 
the taide, not daring to look round. Happily, her 
fiiiher was seated on the same side with herself, 
beyond her uncle Pullet, and could not see her 
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face without stooping forward. Her mother’s voice 
brought the first relief — ^turning the conversation j 
for Mrs Tulliver was always alarmed when the name 
of Wakem was mentioned in her husband’s presence. 
Gradually Maggie recovered composure enough to 
look up ; her eyes met Tom’s, but he turned away 
his head immediately ; and she went to bed that 
night wondering if he had gathered any suspicion 
from her confusion. Perhaps not : perhaps he would 
think it was only her alarm at her aunt’s mention of 
Wakom before her fhther : that was the interpreta- 
tion her mother had put on it. To her father, Wakem 
was like a disfiguring disease, of which he was ob- 
liged to endure the consciousness, but was exasper- 
ated to have the existence recognised by others; and 
no amount of sensitiveness in her about her^&ther 
could be surprising, Maggie thought. 

But Tom was too keen-sighted to rest satisfied 
with such an interpretation: he had seen clearly 
enough that there was something distinct from 
anxiety about her father in Maggie’s excessive^oon- 
fufiion. In trying to recall all the details that could 
give shape to his suspicions, ho remembered only 
lately hearing his mother ibold Maggie -for walkir^g 
in the Bed Deeps when the ground was wet^ aud 
bringing home shoes clogged with red soil:: still 
Tom,, retaining all his old repulsion for Philip*® 
deformity, shrank from attributing to his sister the 
probability of feeling more tlW a friendly 
in such an mufortunate exception to the comtudn. 
run of men, Tom’s was a nature which n sort 
of superstitious repugnanoe to evexy&iEqg r 
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tionat A loro &»r a deformod man would be odious 
in fny woman — ^in a sister intolerable. But if sIk;^ 
had been oairying on any kind of intercourse wliat- 
ever with Philip, a stop must be put to it at once : 
she was disobeying her father’s strongest feelings 
and her brother’s express commands, besides com- 
promising herself by secret meetings. H/e left home 
the next morning in that watchful state of mind 
which turns the most ordinary course of things into 
pregnant coincidences. 

That afternoon, about half-past three o’clock, Tom 
was standing on the wlidrf, talking with Bob Jaldn 
about the probability of the good ship Adelaide com- 
ing in, in a day or two, with results highly important 
to both of them. 

“ Eh,” said Bob, parenthetically, as he looked over 
the fields on the other side of the river, ‘‘ there goes 
that crooked young Wakem. I know him or his 
shadder os far off as I can see ’em j I’m allays light- 
ing on him o’ that side the river.” 

A sudden thought seemed to have darted through 
Tom’s mind. I must go, Bob,” he said, “I’ve some- 
thing to attend to,” hurrying off to the warehouse, 
where he left notice for sdine one to take his place — 
ho was called away home on peremptory business. 

The swiftest pace and the shortest road took him 
to the gate, and he was pausing to open it deliber- 
ately, that he might walk into the house with an 
appean^oe of perfect composure, when Maggie came 
out at tihe front door in bonnet and shawl. Bis'con- 
jeoture was fulfilled^ and he waited for her at ^the 
gate* She started violently when Ishe saw him. 

VOIn il h 
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‘^Tom, how ifl it you axe come home? Js^ there 
anything the matter?’* Maggie spoke# in a low 
tremulous voice. 

I*m come to walk with you to the Bed Deeps 
and meet Philip Wakem/’ said Tom, the central 
fold in his brc^, which had become habitual with 
him, deepening as he spoke. 

Maggie stood helpless — ^pale and cold. By some 
means, then, Tom knew everything. At last she 
said, “ I’m not going,” and turned round. 

Yes, you are ; but I want tgi speak to you first. 
Where is my father?’* 

Out on horseback** 

And my mother ? ’* 

In thoiyard, I think, with the poultry.” 

I can go in,' then, without her seeing me?** 

They walked in together, and Tom, entering the 
parlour, said to Maggie, Come in here.” 

She obeyed, and he closed the door behind her. 

‘‘Now, Maggie, tell me this instant everything 
that has passed between you and Philip Wakem.** 
Does my father know anything?’* said Maggie, 
still trembling. 

*‘No,” said Tom, indignantly. “But he shali 
know, if you attempt to use deceit towards me 
any further.** 

“ don’t wish to use deceit,” said Maggie, flush- 
ing intd resentment at hearing this word applied to 
her oonduQt. 

ti JJJ0 ^hole truth then.** 

“ Perhaps you know it’* 

Never mind whether I know it or not Tdl me 



THE MlIiL ON THE FLOSS. 


115 


6X00% .what has happened, or my father shal) know 
everything” 

I tell it for my father’s sake, then.” 

“ Yes, it becomes you to profess affection for your 
father, when you have despised his strongest feelings.” 

“ You never do wrong, Tom,” said Maggie, -taunt- 
ingly. 

“ Not if I know it,” answered Tom, with proud 
sincerity. But I have nothing to say to you, be- 
yond this : tell me what has passed between you 
amd Philip Wakem^ When did you first meet him 
in the Bed Deeps 

year ago,” said Maggie, quietly. Tom’s 
severity gave her a certain fund of defiance, and 
kept her sense of error in abeyance. J*You need 
ask mo no more questions. We have been friendly 
a year* We have met and walked together often. 
He has lent me books.” 

‘‘ Is that all?” said Tom, looking straight at hoi 
with his frown. 

I^sggie paused a moment; then, determined to 
make an end of Tom’s right to accuse her of deceit, 
she said, haughtily — * 

“ No, not quite alL On Saturday he told me that 
lie loved me. I didn’t think of it before then — I 
had only thought of him as an old friend.” 

“And you encouraged him?” said Tom, with an* 
esqxression of disgust. 

“ \ told him that I loved him too.” 

Tom was silent a few moments, looking on the 
ground and fix>wning, with his hands in his pookets. 
«At kat, he looked up, and said, ooldly— 
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** Upw, then, Maggie, lliere are but two oonrereB 
for you to take ; either you vow solemnly to me, with 
your hand on my father’s Bible, that you will never 
have another meeting or speak another word in pri- 
vate with Philip Wakem, or you refuse, and I tell my 
father everything ; and this month, when by my ex- 
ertions he might be made happy once more, you will 
cause him the blow of knowing that you are a dis- 
obedient, deceitful daughter, who throws away her 
own respectability J:)y clandestine meetings with the 
son of a man that has helped to ruin her father. 
Choose I” Tom ended with cold decision, going up 
to the large Bible, drawing it forward, and opening 
it at the^fly-leaf, where the writing was. 

It was a crushing alternative to Maggie. 

Tom,’’ she said, urged out of pride into pleading, 
don’t ask me that. I will promise you to give up 
all intercourse with Philip, if you will let me see him 
once, or even only write to him and explain every- 
thing — to give it up as long as it would ever cajpe 
any pain to my father ... I feel something for 
Philip too. He is not happy.” 

I don’t wish to hear anything of your feeling#; 

I have said exactly what I mean : oboose— and 
quiekly, lest my mother should come in.” 

‘‘ If I give you my word, that will be a# si^ng 
•a bond to me as if I laid my hand on the Bible. I 
don’t require that to bind me.” 

“ Do what I require,” said Tom. “ I cajaH trusty 
you, Maggie. There is no consistency in you. Put 
your hand on this ]^ble, and say, ^ X reimnoe M 
private speech and intercourse with Philip Wakem^^ 
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from this time forth/ Else you will bring shame 
on us all, and *grief on my father ; and what is the 
use of my exerting myself and giving up eveiything 
else for the sake of paying my father’s debts, if you 
are to bring madness and vexation on him, just when 
he might be easy and hold up his head once more 

“0 Tom — will the debts be paid soon?” said 
^ Maggie, clasping her hands, with a sudden flash of 
joy across her wretchedness. 

“If things turn out as I expect,” said Tom. 
“ But,*' he added, his voice trembling with indigna- 
tion, “ while I have been contriving and working 
that my father may havd some peace of mind before 
he dies — working for the respectability of our family 
— ^you have done all you can to destroy both.” . 

Maggie felt a deep movement of compunction: 
for the moment, her mind ceased to contend against 
. what she felt to be cruel and unreasonable, and in 
her self-blame she justified her brother. 

“^Tom," she said, in a low voice, “ it was wrong 
of me — ^but I was so lonely — and I was sorry for 
Flulip. And J think enmity and hatred are wicked.’* 
Nonsense 1” said Tom. “ Your duty was clear 
enoi^h. Say no more ; but promise, in the words 
I told you.” 

“ I must speak to ITiilip once more.” 

“ Ton will go with me now and speak to him.” 

“ I give you my word not to meet him or write to 
him again without your knowledge. That is the 
onty thing I will say. I will put my hand on the 
KWd if ill Kke.” 
itj then.” 
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Maggie laid her hand on the page of manusoiript 
and repeated the promise. Tom closed the book) 
and said, “ Now, let us go.” 

Not a wo?3 was spoken as they walked along. 
Maggie was suffering in anticipation of what Philip 
was about to suffer, and dreading the galling words 
that would fall on him from Tom's lips ; but she 
felt it was in vain to attempt anything but submfe- 
sion. Tom had his terrible clutch on her conscience 
and her deepest dread : she writhed under the de- 
monstrable truth of the character he had given to 
bet conduct, and yet her whole soul rebelled against 
it as unfair from its incompleteness. He, mean- 
while, felt the impetus of his indignation"” diverted 
towards Philip. He did not know how much of an 
old boyish repulsion and of mere personal prfde and 
animosity was concerned in the bitter severity of 
the words by which lie meant to do the duty of a 
son and a brother. Tom was not given to inquire 
subtly into his own motives, any more than into 
other matters of an intangible kind; he was quite 
sure that his own motives as well as actions'^Were 
good^ else he would have had nothing to do witli 
them. 

"Maggie’s only hope was that something" might, 
for the first time, have prevented Philip from com- 
iug(, Then there would be delay — ^then she might 
get Tom’s permission to write to him<« heart 

beat with double violence when th^ undcar 

the Scotch firs. It was the last moment d ims** 
pense, she thought?^ Philip always met eoou 
aft^r she got beyond tiiem. But they passed across 
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the more open green space, and entered the narrow 
bushy path by the mound. Another turning, and 
they came so close upon him that both Tom and 
Philip stopped suddenly within a yaid^of each other. 
Thbre was a moment’s silen(^, in which Philip 
darted a look of inquiry at Maggie’s face. He 
saw an answer there, in the pale parted lips, and the 
terrified tension of the large eyes. Her imagination, 
always rushing extravagantly beyond an immediate 
impression, saw her tall strong brother grasping the 
feeble Philip bodily, crushing him and trampling on 
him. 

Do you call this acting the part of a man and a 
gentleiQan, sir Tom said, in a voice of harsh scorn, 
as soon as Philip’s eyes were turned on him again. 

“ Vhat do you mean?” answered Philip, haughtily. 

Mean ? Stand farther from me, lest 1 should 
lay hands on you, and I’ll tell you what f mean. I 
mean, taking advantage of a young girl’s foolishross 
and ignorance to get her to have secret meetings 
with yon. I mean, daring to trifle with the respect- 
ability of a family that has a good and honest name 
to support." 

^ I deny that,” interrupted Philip, impetuously, 
could never trifle with anything that affected your 
sister’s happiness. She is dearer to me than she is 
to you ; 1 honour her more than yon can ever honour 
her ; I would give up my life to her." 

Don’t talk high-flown nonsense to me, sir t Do 
you mean to pretend that you didn’t know it would be 
iigurions to her to meet you Jbere week after week ? 
1^ yon pi^tend you had any right to make profes- 
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sions of lovG to her, even if you had been a fit 
husband for her, when neither her father nor your 
father would over consent to a marriage between you? , 
And you — you to try and worm yourself into the 
affections of a handsoiDe girl who is not eighteen, 
and has been shut out from the world by her father's 
misfortunes I Thatls your crooked notion of honour, 
is it ? I call it base treachery— I call it taking ad- 
vantage of ciicumstances to win what’s too gop^ for 
you — what you’d never get by fair means/’ 

It is manly of you to talk in this way to wn?,” 
said Philip, bitterly, his \)fhole^ frame shaken by 
violent emotions. Giants have an immemorial 
right* to stupidity and insolent abuse. You are in- 
capable even of understanding what I feel for your 
sister. I feel so much for her that I could even 
desire to be at fiiendship with you,** 

I should be veiy soriy ^to understand your feel- 
ings,” said Tom, with scorching contempt. “ What 
I wish is that should understand Tne — ^that I 
shall take care of my sister, and that if you daro'iio 
make the least attempt to come near her, or to write 
to her, or to keep the slightest hold on her mind, 
your puny, miserable body, that ought tor have put 
settle modesty into your mind, shall not protect you. 
I’ll thrash you — I’ll hold you up to public soom. 
Who wouldn’t laugh at the idea^of your turning 
lover to a fine girl?” 

Tom, I will not bear it — I will listen ho longer,” 
Maggie burst out in a convulsed voice. ^ 

^^Stay, Maggie!” said Philip, making a String 
effort to speafc Then, looking ^ Tom, You liave 
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dragged your sister here, I suppose, that she may 
stand by while you threaten and insult me. These 
naturally seemed to you the right means to influence 
me. But you are mistaken. Let your sister speak. 
If she says she is bound to give mo up, 1 shall abide 
by her wishes to the slightest word.*' 

“ It was for my father's sake, Philip,*' said Maggie, 
imploringly. “ Tom threatens to tell my father — 
and he ootddn’t bear it : I have promised, I have 
vowed solemnly, that we will not have any inter- 
course without my brother’s knowledge.” 

It is enough, Maggicft I shall not change ; but 
I wish you to hold yourself entiiely free. But trust 
me — ^rememSer that I can never seek for anything^ 
but good to what belongs to you." 

Yep,” said Tom, exasperated by this attitude of 
Philip’s, you can talk of seeking good for her and 
what belongs to her now*: did you seek her good 
before?" 

" I did — at some risk, perhaps. But I wished her 
to have a friend for life — who would cherish her, 
who would do her more justice than a coarse and 
narrow-minded brother, that she has always lavished 
her affeotions on." 

^ Yes, my way of befriending her is different froifi 
yours ; and I'll tell you what is my way. I’ll save 
her from disobeying and disgracing her father : I’ll 
save her frdm throwring herself away on you — ^from 
making herself a laughing-stock — ^from being flouted 
by a man like your father, because she’s not good 
enoogh for hie son. You know well enough what 
sort of justice and cherishing you were preparing for 



122 


MILL ON TOT FLOW. 


her. I'm not to be imposed upon by fine wOide ; I 
can see what actions mean. Oome away^ 

He seized Maggie's right wrist as he spokei and 
she put out her left hand. Philip clasped it an in- 
stant, with one eage^look, ancl’then hurried away. 

Tom aad Maggie walked oif in silence for some 
yards. He was still holding her wrist tightly, as 
if he were compelling a culpf^; fr6|(k the scene 
action. At last Maggie, with a violent snrflch, drew 
her hand away, and her pent-up, long-gathered irri- 
tation burst into utterance. 

“ Don't suppose that I ttink you are right, Tom, 
or that I bow to your will. I despise the feelings 
you have shown in speaking to Philip : I detest 
your insulting unmanly allusions to his deformity. 
You have been reproaching other people aU your 
life — ^you have been always sure you yourself are 
right: it is because you have not a mind large 
enough to see that there is anything better then 
your own conduct and your own petty aims.’^ 

“ Certainly,” said Tom, coolly. “ I don't see that 
your oonducy s better, or your aims either. 
conduct, and Philip Wakem's. conduct, has 
right, why are^ you ashamed of its being known? 
Answer me ^at. I know what I havelaimed at in 
my conduct, and I've succeeded : pray, what good 
has your conduct brought to you or. any one alto 
“ I don't want to defehd myself^” 
still with vehemence^ I know I've been wwttg— 
often, continually. But yet, sometinies whm I 
done wrong, it has been because I have fe^lit^ 
that you would be the better if yon liaid ^Hsl 
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If ym were in fault ever — ^if you had^doue anything 
very wi*oiig, I should be sorry for the pain it 
brought you ; 1 should not want punishment to be 
heaped on you,^^ But you have always enjoyed 
punishing me — you have always been hard and 
cruel to me: even when I was a little girl, and 
always loved you better than any one else in the 
world, you \W5tild let me go crying to bed without 
forgiving me. You have no pity: you have no 
sense of your own imperfection and your own sins. 
It is a sin to be hard ; it is not fitting for a mortal 
— ^for a Christian. You are nothing but a Pharisee. 
You thank God for nothing but your own virtues — 
you think they are great enough to win you every- 
thing else. You have ndt even a vision of feelings 
by the side of which your shining virtues are mere 
darkness T' 

“ Well/' said Tom, with cold scorn, if yo». r 
feelings are so much better than mine, let me see 
you diow them in some other way than by conduct 
that’s likely to disgrace us all—- than by ridiculous 
flights first into one extreme and th^ into 'another. 
Pray, how have you shown your love, that you talk 
of, either to me or my father? disobeying and 
deceiving us. 1 have a different iipiy of showing 
my affection.” 

Because you are a man, Tom, and have power, 
and oan do something in the world.” 

** Then, if you oan do ndihing, submit to those 
that can." 

So I wUl submit to what I acknowledge and feel 
to be right. 1 will bubmit even to what is unreason- 
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able from mj/atber, but I will not submit to H from 
you. You boast of your virtues as if they pur- 
chased you a right he cruel and unmanly as 
you’ve been to-day. Don’t suppose I would give 
up Philip Wakem in odedienoe to yon. The de- 
formity you insult would make me olmg to him and 
care for him the more.'' 

“ Very well — that is your view of things,” said 
Tom, more coldly than ever ; “ you need say no 
more to show me what a wide distance there is 
between us. Let us remember that in future, and 
be silent.” ^ 

Tom went back to St Ogg’s, to fulfil an appoint- 
ment with his uncle Deane, and receive directions 
about a journey on which he was to set Out the next 
morning. • 

Maggie went up to her own room to pou» out all 
that indignant remonstrance, against which Tom’s 
mind \va8 close barrel, in bitter tearp. Then, when 
tlie first burst of unsatisfied ang^ was gone by, 
oame the recollection of that quiet time before the 
pleasure which had ended in to-day’s jnisery had 
perturbed the clearness and simplicity of her life. 
She used to thint in that time that she had made 
great conquest!^ and won a lasting standi serene 
heights above worldly temptations and conflict. 
And here she was down again in the thick of a hot 
strife with her own and others’ passions. Life was 
not so short, then, andj|)erfect rest was not so near 
as she had dreamed when she was two years 
► younger. There was more struggle for hei>*-*per^ 
haps more falling. If she had folt that she WAS 
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entirely wrong, and that Tpm had been entirely 
light, she oonld sooner have recovered more inward 
liarmony; hut now her pii&ni^noe and submission 
were constantly obstructed by resentment that would 
present itself -to her no otherwise than as a just in- 
dignation. Hef heart bled for Philip : she went on 
recalling the insults that had been flung at bim 
with so vivid a conception of what he had felt 
under tliem, that it was almost like a sharp bodily 
pain to her, making her beat the floor with her 
foot, and tighten her fingers on her palm. 

And yet, how was it^hat sho was now and then 
conscious of a certain dim background of relief in 
the forced separation from Philip ? Surely it was 
only because the sense of a deliverance from con- 
cealment was welcome at any cost. 



CHAPTER VL 

THE HARD-WON TRIUMPH. 

Three weeks later, when^Doiioote Mill was at its 
prettiest moment in all the year — ^the great cheatimts 
in blossom, and the grass all deep and daisied — Tom 
Tulliver came home to it earlier than usual in the 
evening, and as he passed over the bridge, he.looked 
with the old deep-rooted affection at the respectable 
rod briok-house, which always seemed cheerful and 
inviting outside, kt the rooms ba as bare and the 
hearts as sad as they might, inside. There is a very 
pleasant light in Tom’s blue-grey eyes as glances 
at the house- windows ; that fold in his br<5W never 
disappears, but it is not unbecoming; it seems 
imply a strength of will that may possibly be with- 
out harshness, when the eyes and mouth have their 
gentlest expression. His firm step becomes quicker, 
and the oomers of his mouth rebel against the com- 
pression which 4 b meant to forbid a smile. 

The ^es in the parlour were not 4«med towards 
the bridge just then, and the group there was sittang 
in unexpectant silence — Mr Tolliver in bis asnn- 
ohau^ tired with a long ride, and ruminating with a 
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worn look, fixed chiefly on Maggie, who was bend- 
ing over her sewing while her mother was making 
the tea. 

They all looked up with surprise when they heard 
the well-known foot. 

•‘Why, what's up now, Tom?'^ said his ftither 
“ You're a bit earlier than usual.'' 

“ 0, there was nothing more for me to do, so I 
cam® away. Well, mother I " 

Tom went up to his mother and kissed her, a sign 
of unusual good-humour with him. Hardly a word 
or look had passed between him and Maggie in all 
the three weeks ; but his usual incommunicativeness 
at home prevented this from being noticeable to their 
parents. 

“ Father," said Tom, when they had finished tea, 
“ do you know exactly how much money there is in 
the tin box ? " 

“ Only a hundred and ninety*three pound," said 
Mr Tulliverjt ^ “ You’ve brought less o^ late — but 
young fellows like to have their own w'ay with their 
Ihoney. Though I didn't do as I liked before I was 
of age." He spoke with,rather timid discontent. 

** Are you quite sure that’s the sum, father?” said 
Tom : “ I wish you would take the trouble to fetch 
the tin box down. I think you have perhaps made 
a mistake." 

“ How should 1 make a mistake?^ said his father, 
sharply. IVe counted it often enough ; but I can 
fetch it, if you won't believe me.” 

It W{U 9 always an incident Mr Tulliver liked, in his 
gloomy life, to fetch the tin box and count the money. 
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Don't go out of the room, mother,” BaJd Tom,eB 
be saw her moving when his fctheT Was gone up* 
stairs. 

And isn’t Maggie to go,” said Mrs Tulliver, 
“ because somebody must take away the things.” 

“ Just as she likes,” said Tom, indifferently. 

That was a cutting word to Maggie. Her heart 
had leaped with the sudden conviction that Tom 
was going to tell their father the debts coulfl be 
paid — and Tom would have lot her be absent when 
that news was told! But she carried away the 
tray, and came back imm6diately. The feeling of 
injury on her own behalf could not predominate at 
that moment. 

Tom drew" to the comer of the table near his father 
when the tin box was set down and opened, a«d the 
red evening light falling on them made conspicuous 
the worn, sour gloom of the dark-eyed father»and the 
suppressed joy in the face of the fais complexioned 
son. The Ixiother and Maggie sat at the other end 
of the table, the one in blank patient, ,pther iu 
palpitating expectation. 

Mr Tulliver counted out the money, setting it in 
order on the table, and then said, glancing sharply 
at Tom — 

« There now ! you see I%as right enough.” . 

He paused, looking at the money with bitter 
despondency. 

“ There’s more nor three hundred wanting — 
be a fine while before I ofn save that. Losing that 
forty-two pound wi* the com was a sore job. Tftiia 
world’s been too many for me. It’s took four yeisr 
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to lay thh — it*s SQuch if I’m. above ground for 
another fbtir year* .... I must tnisten to you to 
pay ’em/’ he went on with a trembling voice, “ if 
you keep i’ the same mind now you’io coining o’ age. 

. . • . But you’re like enough to bury me first” 

He looked up in Tom’s face with a querulous desire 
for some assurance. 

No, father,^’ said Tom, speaking with energetic 
decision, though there was trcnior discernible in his 
voice too, “ you will live to see the debts all paid. 
You shall pay them with your own hand.” 

His tone implied sometliing more than mere hope- 
fulness or resolution. A slight electric shock seemed 
to pass through Mr Tulliver, and he kept his eyes 
fibred on Tom witli a look of eager inquiry, while 
Maggie, unable to lestrain hoi self, ruslied to her 
father’s side and knelt down by him. Tom was 
silent a little while before he wont on 

“ A good while ago, my uncle Glegg lent me a 
little money to trade with, and that lias answered. I 
have three Jmi^red and twenty pounds in the hank.” 

His mother’s arms were round his nock as soon as the 
last words were uttered, and she said, half-crying — 
“ 0, my boy, I knew you’d make iverything right 
again, when you got a man.” 

But his father w^as s^nt; the flood of emotion 
hemmed in all power of speech Both Tom and 
Maggie were struck with fear lest the shock of joy 
might even be fatal. But the blessed relief of tears 
came. The broad chest heaved, the muscles of the 
&cie gave way, and the grey-haired man burst into 
Idnd sobs. The fit of weeping gradually subsided, 
T^. n. I 
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and lie eat quiet, {recovering tiiie regulaiit^ of hia 
breathing. At last lie looked up at bia wife attd 
said, in a gentle tone — 

“ Bessy, you must come and kiss me now — ^tha 
lad has made you amends. You’ll see a bit o' com- 
fort again belike.” 

When she had kissed him, and he had held her 
hand a minute, liis thoughts went back to the money, 

“ I wish you’d brought me tho money to look at, 
Torn,” he said, fingering the sovereigns on the table; 

I should ha felt suicr.’^ 

“You shall see it to-mQrrow, father,^ said Tom. 
“My uncle Deane has appointed the creditors to 
meet to-morrow at the Golden Lion, and he lias 
ordered a dinner for them at two o’clock. My uncle 
Glegg and lie will both be there. It was advertised 
in the Messenger on Saturday.” 

“ Then Wakem knows on’t I ” said Mr Tulliver, 
his* eye kindling with triumphant fire. “Ah I” he 
went on, with a long - drawn guttural enunciation, 
taking out his snuflf-box, the only luxury he had left 
himselti and tapping it with something of his q] 4 
air of defiance — “ I’ll get from under M$ thumb now 
— though T must leave th’ old mill. I thought I ooadd 

ha* held out to die here — but I can’t WeVe 

got a glass o' nothing in the house, have we, Bessy?" 

“ Yes,” said Mrs Tulliver, drawing out her much- 
reduced bunch of keys, “ there’s some brandy sister 
Deane brought me when I was ill." ^ 

“ Get it me, then, get it me. I feel a bit w^a^" 

“ Tom, my lad,” he said, in a stronger voice# when 
he had taken some brandy-and-watert “you shall 
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make a speech to ’em. Ill tell ’em it’s you as got 
the best part o' the money. They’ll see I’m honest 
at last, and ha’ got an honest son. Ah 1 Wajeem ’ud 
be fine and glad to have a son like mine — a fine 
straight fellow — i’stead o' that poor crooked creatur! 
Tonll prosper i* the world, my lad ; you’ll maybe 
see the day when Wakem and his son ’nil be a round 
or two below you. Youll like enough be ta’cn into 
' partnership, as your uncle Deane was before you — 
you’re in the right way for’t; and then there’s nothing 

to hinder your getting rich And if ever 

you’re rich enough — inin*d this — try and get th' old 
mill again." 

Mr TuUiver threw himself back in his chair: his 
mind, which had so long been tlie liome of notliing 
but bitter discontent and foreboding, suddenly filled, 
by the magic of joy, with visions of good fortune. 
But some subtle influence j)revent(‘d him fiom fore- 
seeing the good fortune as happening to Ijimself. 

“ Shake hands wi’ me, my lad,” he said, suddenly 
putting out his hand, “ It’s a great thing when a 
man can be pioud as he’s got a good son. I’ve had 
Hat luck" 

^ T019 never lived to taste another mom> nt so deli- 
cious as that ; and Maggie couldn’t help forgetting 
her own grievances. Tom was good ; and in the 
sweet humility that springs in us all in moments of 
true admiration and gratitude, she felt that the faults 
ho had to pardon in her had never been redeemed, as 
Ms {holts were. She felt no jealousy this evening 
,that, for the first time, she seemed to be thrown into 
the background in her father’s mind. 
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There was much more talk before bed-time. Mr 
Tulliver naturally wanted to hear all the partioulaxa 
of Toin*s trading adventures, and he listened with 
growing excitcmont and delight. He was curious to 
know what had been said on every occasion — if pos- 
sible, what had been tliought ; and Bob Jakin’s part 
in the business threw liim into peculiar outbursts of 
sympathy witli the triumphant knowingness of that 
remarkable packman. Bob’s juvenile history, so far 
as it had come under Mr Tulliver’s knowledge, was 
recalled with that sense of astonishing promise it 
displayed, which is observable in all reminiscencek 
of the childhood of gieat men. 

It was well that there was this interest of nar-* 
rative to keep under the vague but fierce sense of 
triumph over Wakem, which would otherwise have 
been the channel his joy would have rushed into 
with dangerous force. Even as it was, that feeling 
fioin time to time gave threats of its ultimate mas- 
tery, in sudden bursts of irrelevant exclamation* 

It was long before Mr Tulliver got to sleep that 
night, and the sleep, when it came, was filled 
vivid dreams. At half-past five o’clock in the motur 
ing, when Mrs Tulliver was already rising, he alarmed 
her by starting up with a sort of smothered shout, and 
looking round in a bewildered way at the walls of the 
bedroom. 

“ What's the matter, Mr Tulliver?*' said bis wife. 
Jle looked at her, still with a puzzled expressicnii and 
said at last — 

^‘Ahl — I was dreaming .... did 1 make a 
noise? .... I thought I’d got hold of him/* 



CHAPTER VII. 

A DAY OP HECKONINO. 

Mb Tulliver was an essWitially sober man — able to 
take his glass and not averse to it, but never ex- 
ceeding tiio bounds of moderation. lie had naturally 
an active Hotspur temperament, which did not crave 
liquid fire to set it a-glow ; his impetuosity was usually 
equal to an exciting occasion without any such rein- 
forcements ; and his desire for the brandy-and-watoi 
implied that the too sudden joy had fallen with a 
dangerous shock on a frame depressed by four years 
of gloom and unaccustomed hard faro. But that first 
doubtful tottering moment passed, he seemed to gather 
strength with his gathering excitement; and the next 
day^ vriben he was seated at table with las creditors, 
his eye kindling and his cheek flushed with the con- 
acionsness that he was about to make an honourable 
figure once more, he looked more like the proud, con-* 
fidenty wam-hearted and warm-tempered Tnlliver of 
old than might have seemed possible to any 

one who had met him a ^ek before, riding aloi^ as 
had been his wont for tIR last four years since the 
sense <d fiiSure and debt had been upon him — with 
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his head hanging down, casting brief, unwillifig lo^hs 
on those who forced themselves on his notioe. He 
made his speech, assorting his honest principles with 
his old confident eagerness, alluding to the rascaU 
and the luck that had been against him, but that he 
had triumphed over, to some extent, by hard efforts 
and tlie aid of a good son ; and winding up with the 
story of how Tom had got the best part of the noed^ 
ful money. But the streak of irritation and hostile 
triumph seemed to melt for a little while into purer 
fatherly pride and pleasure, when, Tom’s health hav^ 
ing been jiroposed, and uncle Deane having taken 
occasion to say a few words of eulogy on his general 
character and conduct, Tom himself got up and made 
the single speech of his life. It could hardly have 
been briefer: ho thanked the gentlemen for thoJhonour 
they had done him. He was glad that he had been 
able to help his father in proving his integrity and 
regaining his honest name; and, for his own part, he 
hoped he should never undo thaf work and disgrace 
that name. But the applause that followed was 9^ 
great, and Tom looked so gentlemanly as well as 
and straight, that Mr Tulliver remarked, in an 
natory manner, to his friends on his right and left, that 
he had spent a deal of money on his son’s education. 

The party broke up in very sober fashion at five 
o’clock. Tom remained in St Ogg’s to attend to 
some business, and Mr Tulliver mounted his horse 
to go home, and describe the memorable things that 
had been said and done, to ^poor BeSsy and the little 
wench.’* The air of excitemmt that hung abont hi^ 
was but faintly due to good cheer or any stimulus but 
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the potent wine of triumphant joj. He did not choose 
any back street to-day, but rode slowly, with uplifted 
head and free glances, along the principal street all 
the way to the bridge. Why did he not liappen to 
meet Wakem? The want of that ooincidence vexed 
him, and set bis mind at w^ork in an iiritating way. 
Perhaps Wakem was gone out of town to-day on pur- 
pose to avoid seeing or hearing anything of an honoui- 
able action, which might well oaube him some un- 
pleasant twinges. If Wakem were to meet him then, 
Mr Tulliver would look straight at him, and the rascal 
would perhaps be forsak*en a little by his cool domi- 
neering impudence. He would know by-and-by that 
an honest man was not going to servo 1dm any longer, 
and lend his honesty to fill a pocket aheady over-full 
of dishonest gains. Perhaps the luck was beginning 
to turn; perhaps the devil didn’t always hold the best 
cards in this world. 

Simmering in this way, Mr Tulliver approached 
the yard-gates of Dorlcote Mill, near enough to see 
a well-known figure coming out of them on a fine 
black horse. They met about fifty yards from the 
^ates, between the great chestnuts and elms and 
the high bonk. 

^ ** Tulliver/* said Wakem, abruptly, in a haughtier 
tone than usual, “ what a fool’s trick you did — 
spreading those hard lumps on that Far Close. I 
told you how it would be ; but you men never learn 
to farm with any method.” 

‘^Ohl** said Tulliver, suddenly boiling up. *'Qet 
somebody else to farm fJ^ you, then, as *11 ask you to 
teach him.” 
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you have been drinking, I Buppose,” said Wakem, 
really believing that this was the meaning of Tulliver^s 
floshed face and sparkling eyes. 

No, Tve not been drinking,'' said Tnlliver ; I 
want no drinking to help me make up my mind as 
III seive no longer under a sooundrel.” 

** Very well I you may leave my premises to-mor- 
row, tlion : hold your insolent tongue and let me pass." 
(Tulliver was backing his hoi so across the road to 
hem Wakem in ) 

“No, I let you pass,” said Tulliver, getting 
fiercer. “ I shall tell you what 1 think of you first. 
You’re too big a raskill to get hanged — ^you’ie . . 

“ Let me pass, you ignorant brute, or I’ll ride 
over you.” 

Mr Tulliver, spurring his horse and raising his 
whip, made a rush forward, and Wakem’s horse, 
rearing and staggering backward, threw his rider 
from the isaddle and sent him sideways on the 
ground. Wakem had had the presence of mind to 
loose the bridle at once, and as the horse only sti^- 
gered a few paces and then stood still, he might 
have risen and remounted without more inconve+ 
nience than a bruise and a shake. But before he 
could rise, Tulliver was off his horse too. The 
sight of the long-hated predominant man down and 
in his power, threw him into a frenzy of triuiii^piisnt 
vengeanoe, which seemed to give him preterEiitoral 
agility and strength. He rushed on Widcom, vdio 
was in the act of trying to recover his feet, grasped 
him by the left arm so as to press Wakem'a wl)fdle 
weight on the right arm, which rested on the ^utid. 
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and flogged him fiercely across the back with his 
riding-whip.^ Wakem shouted for help, but no help 
came, until a woman^s scream was beard, and the 
cry of Father, father ! 

Suddenly, Wakem felt, something had arrested 
Mr Tulliver’s arm ; for the flogging ceased, and the 
grasp on his own arm was relaxed. 

“Getaway with you — ^gol” said Tulliver, angrily. 
But it was not to Wakem that he spoko. Slowly 
the lawyer rose, and, as ho turned his head, saw that 
Tulliver^s arms were being held by a giil — rather 
by the fear of hurting the girl that clung to him 
with all her young might 

“0 Luke^mother — oome and help Mr Wakem I ” 
Maggie cried, as she lieard the longed-for footsteps. 

“Help me on to that low horse,’' said Wakem to 
Luke, “then I shall perhaps manage: though — 
oonfound it — I think this arm is sprained." 

With some diflSculty, Wakem was heaved on to 
Tulliver s horse. Then he turned towards the miller 
a,nd said, with white rage, “Youll suffer for tliis, 
sir. Tour daugliter is a witness that you'.ve as- 
saulted me.” 

“ I don’t care," said Mr Tulliver, in a thick, fierce 
voice; “go and show your back, and tell ’em I 
thrashed you. Tell ’em TVe made things a bit 
mare ^^ven i’ the world.” 

^^Bide my horse home with me," said Wakem to 
“By the Toften Ferry — not through the 

toW' 

“Faiht^r, oome ini” said Maggie, imploringly. 
Then, seeing that Wakem had ridden off, and that 
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no further violence was possible, she slackened her 
bold and burst into hysteric sobs, while po<»r Mrs 
Tullivor stood by in silonoe, quivering with fear. 
But Maggie became conscious that as she was slack'’* 
ening her hold, her father was beginning to grasp 
her and lean on her. The surprise checked her sobs, 

“ I feel ill — faintibh,'' he said. “ Help me in, 
Bessy — Tm giddy — IVe a pain i’ the head.” ^ 

He walked in slowly, propped by his wife and 
daughter, and tottered into his arm-chair. The 
almost purple flush had gi\ eii way to paleness, and 
his hand was cold. 

Hadn’t we better send for the doctor?” said Mrs 
Tullivor. 

He seemed to be too faint and suffering to hear 
her; but presently, when she said to Maggie^ ‘^Go 
and see for somebody to fetch the doctor,” he 
looked up at her with full comprehension, and said, 
“ Dootoi ? no — ^no doctor. It’s my head — that's all. 
Help mo to bed.” 

Sad ending to the day that had risen on them all 
like a beginning of better times I But mingled seed 
must bear a mingled crop. 

In half an hour after his father had lain down 
Tom came home. Bob Jakin was with him — kkhm 
to congratulate ''the old master,” not without seme 
excusable pride that he had had his share in bring- 
ing about Mr Tom^s good-luck; and Tom had 
thougl>t his father would like nothing better, aeji 
finish to the day, than a talk with Bob. But now 
Tom could only spend the evening in gloomy ^ 
pectatlou of the unpleasant consequences that nmit 
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follow OH this mad outbreak of his father^s long- 
smothered hate. After the painful news had been 
told, he sat in silence : he had not spirit or inclina- 
tion to tell his mother and sister anything about the 
dinner — ^they hardly cared to ask it Apparently 
the mingled thread in the web of tbeir life was so 
curiously twisted together, that there could be no 
> joy without a sorrow coming close upon it. Tom 
was dejected by the thought that his exemplary 
effort must always bo baffled by the wiong-doing of 
others : Maggie was livmg through, over and over 
again, the agony of the moment in which she had 
rushed to throw herself on her father^s aun — With a 
vague, shuddering foiebodmg of wretched scenes to 
come/ Not one of the thioe felt any particular 
alarm «about Mr Talhvei s health : the symptoms 
did not recall his former dangerous attack, and it 
seemed only a neoessaty consequence that his vio- 
lent passion apd effort of strength, aftei many hours 
of unusual excitement, should have made him feel 
ili Beet would probably euro him. 

Tom, tired out by his active day, fell asleep soon, 
and slept soundly : it seemed to him as if he had 
only Just come to bed, when he waked to see his 
mother standing by him in the grey light of early 
morning. 

My boy, you must get up tliis minute : IVe 
sent the doctor, and your father wants you and 
||aggia to come to him.” 

Is he worse, mother ? 

** He’s been very ill all night with his head, but 
doesn’t say it’s worse — he only said sudden, 
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* Bes^, fetch the boy and giil. Tell ^em to mltke 
haste.’” 

Maggie and Torn threw on their clothes hastily in 
the chill grey light, and readied their father’s room 
alm6st at the same moment. He was watching for 
them with an expression of pain on his brow, but 
with sharpened anxious consciousness in his eyes. 
Mrs Tulliver stood at the foot of the bed, frightened 
and tiooibling, looking worn and aged fiom dis- 
turbed rest. Maggie was at the bedside first, but 
her fatliers glance was towards Tom, who came and 
stood next to bor. 

^ “ Tom, my lad, it’s come iipon me as I shaiji't get 
up again .... This world’s been too many for me, 
my lad, but you Vo done what you oould to* make 
tilings a bit even. Shake hands wi^ me again, my 
lad, before I go away frod you.” 

The father and son clasped hands and looked at 
each other an instant. Then Tom said, trying to 
speak firmly — 

“ Have you any wish, father — that I can fulfil, 
when . . . .” 

**Ay, my lad . . . .^’oull try and get the old 
mill back.” 

“ Yes, father.” 

‘‘ And there’s your mother — ydti’ll tiy and make 
her amends, all you can, for my bad luck .... 
and there’s the little wench . . . 

The father turned his eyes on Maggie with a ftlUl 
more eager look, while she, with a bursting heart, 
sank on her knees, to be closer to the de<^r, time^ 
worn face which had been present with her 
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long years, as the sign olf her deepest love and 
hardest trial. 

You inusti take care of her, Tom .... don’t 
you fret, my wench .... there’ll come somebody 
Wll love you and take your part .... and you 
must be good to her, my lad. I was good to 
sister. Eiss me, Maggie .... Gome, Bessy. . , . 
You’ll manage to pay for a brick grave, Tom, so as 
* your mother and me can lie together.*’ 

He looked away frpm them all when ho had said 
this, €uid lay silent for some minutes, while they 
stood watching him, not Glaring to move. The morn- 
ing light was growing clearer for them, and they 
could see 1;he heaviness gathering in his face, and 
the dulness in his eyes But at last he looked 
towardp Tom and said — 

“ I had my turn — I beat him. That wp nothing 
but fair. I never wanted any tiling but what was 
fair.” 

“But, father, dear father,” said Maggie, an un- 
speakable anliiety predominating over her grief, 
*^you forgive him — you forgive every one now ? ” 

He did not move his eyes to look at her, Imt he 
BOid-r^ 

**No, my wench. I don’t forgive him 

What^s forgiving ko do? I can’t love a raskill . . . .” 

Bis Voice had become thicker ; but he wanted to 
say more, and moved his lips again and again, stnig- 
gling in vain to speak. At length the words forced 
their way. 

“ Does Gtod foigive raskills ? . . . . but if He 
dee^ He won’t be hard wi’ me.” 



142 


TBS MTLL OK THE FLOSS. 


His hands moved uneasily, as if he wanted them 
to remove some obstruction that weighed upon him* 
Two or three times there fell from him some broken 
words — 

This world’s .... too many .... honest 
man .... puzzling . . . 

Soon they merged into mere mutterings ; the 
eyos had ceased to disocm ; and then came the final 
silence. 

But not of death. For an hour or more the chest 
heaved, the loud hard breathing continued, getting 
gradually slower, as the colei dews gathered on tlie 
brow. 

At last there was total stillness, and poor Tulli- 
vor’s dimly-lighted soul had for ever ceased to be 
vexed with the painful riddle of this world, , 

Help was come now : Luke and his wife were 
there, and Mr Tunibnll liad arrived, too late for 
everything but to say, “ This is death.”- 

Tom and Maggie went down-stairs together into 
the room where their father’s place was empty. 
Their eyes turned to the same spot, and Maggie 
spoke : 

“ Tom, forgive me — let us always love each other,” 
t'and they clung and wept together. 



BOOK SIXTH 

THE ‘GEEAT TEMPTATION 




CHAPTER I. 

A DUET FN PARADISE. 

The well-furnisljed drawijijg - room, with the open 
grand piano, and. the pleasant outlook do^n a sloping 
garden to a boat-house by the side of the Floss, is 
Mr Deane’s, The neat little lady in mourning, whose 
Ught-brown ringlets a>e falling over the coloured 
embroidery with which her fingers are busy, is of 
course Lucy Deane j and tlie fine young man who is 
leanij^ down from his chair to snap the scissors in 
the extremely abbreviated face of the “King Charles” 
lying on the young lady’s feet, is no other than Mr 
Stephen Guest, whose diamond ring, uttar of roses, 
and air of nonchalant leisure, at twelve.o’clock in the 
day, are the graceful and odoriferous result of the 
largest oil-mill and the most extensive wharf in St 
Ogg’a. There is an apparent triviality in the action 
with the scissors, but your discemnient perceives at 
once that there is a design in it which makes it emi- 
nently worthy of a large-headed; long-limbed young 
; for you see that Lucy wants the scissors, and 
is compelled, teluotant as she may be, to shake her 
ringlets baejk, raise her soft hazel eyes, smile play- 
fully 4dwn on the face that is so veiy nearly on 
you 11. & 
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a level with her knee, and holc^ng out her little eheU* 

, pink palm, to say — 

“My scissors, please, if •you can renounce the 
great pleasure of persecuting my poor Minny.” 

The foolibli scissors Lave slipped too far over the 
knuckles, it seems, and Hercules holds out his en* 
tr&pped fingers hopelessly. 

Confound the scissors I The oval lies the wrongs 
way. Please, draw them off for me.” 

“ Draw them off with your other hand,^' says Mis$ 
Lucy, roguishly. ^ 

0, but that’s my left hand : I’m not left-handed.” 
Lucy laughs, and the scissors are drawn off with 
gentle touclies from tiny tips, which naturally dispose 
Mr Stephen foi a repetition da capo. Accordingly, 
he watches for the release of the scissors,* that he 
may get them into his possession again. 

“ No, no,” said Lucy, sticking them in her band, 
“ you shall not have my scissors again — ^you have 
strained them alieady. Now don^t set Minny growl- 
ing again. Sit up and behave properly, and then I 
will toll you spmo news.” * * 

What ^s that ? ” said Stephen, throwing himsdf 
back and hanging liis right arm ov^ tha^omer of 
his chair. He might have been sitting forv bis 
trait, which would have represented a ratheAstriting 
young man of five-and-twenty, with a square fcTe- 
head, short dark-brbwn hair standing erect, with ^ 
slight wave at the end, like a thick crop of ooxxii 
a half-ardent, half- sarcastic glance trom under U# 
well-marked horizontal eyebrows. ** Is it very inn* 
portant news-? ” 
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« Yes — very. Guess.” 

** You are going to change Minny’s diet, and give 
him tliree ratafias soaked in a dessert- spoonful of 
cream daily.” 

“ Quite wrong.” 

“Well, then, DrKenn has been preaching against 
buckram, and you ladies have all been sending him 
«a round -robin, saying — ‘This is a hard doctrine; 
who can boar it ” 

“ For sliame ! ” said Lucy, adjusting her little 
mouth gtavc'ly. “It is .rather dull of you not to 
guess my news, because it is about souictliing I 
mentioned to you not vciy long ago.” 

“ But you have mentioned many tilings to me not 
long ago. Does your feminine tyranny require that 
when y6u say the thing you mean is one of several 
tilings, I should know it immediately by that mark?” 

“ Yes, I know you tliink I am silly.” 

“ I think you are peifecily charnring ” 

“And my silliness is pait of my charm ? ” 

“ I didn't say that.^' 

“But I know you like women to be rather insipid. 
Philip Wakem betrayed you: ho said so one day 
when you wer% not here." 

Ikiiow Phil is fierce on that point ; he makes 
it quite ^ personal matter. I tliink he must be love- 
sick for some unknown lady — some exalted Beatrice 
whom he met abroad.” 

^ By the by 1 ” said Lucy, pausing in her work, 
^ it has just occurred to mo that I Irnve never found, 
out whether my cousin Maggie will object to see 
FMi|>, as her brother does. Tom will not enter a 



148 


THE MILL ON THE FL088. 


room where Philip is, if he knows it: perhaps Maggie 
may be the same, and then we shan't be able to sing 
our glees — shall we ? ” 

‘‘What 1 is your cousin coming to stay witn you ?” 
said Stephen, with a look of slight annoyance. 

“ Yes ; that was my news, which you have for- 
gotten. She's going to leave her situation, where 
she has been nearly two years, poor thing — ever« 
since her father’s death ; and she will stay with me 
a month or two — many months, I hope/* 

“And am I hound to b^ pleased at that news?” 
“0 no, not at all,” said Lucy, with a little air of 
pique. “ I am pleased, hut that, of course, i$ no 
reason why you should bo pleased. There is no girl 
in the woild I love so well as my cousin Maggie/^ 

“ And you will be inseparable, I suppose, when 
siie comes. There will be no possibility of a Uie- 
a-tete with you any more, unless you can Snd an 
admirer for her, who will pair off ^ih. her occasion- 
ally. What is the ground of dislike to Philip? He 
miffht have been a resource.” 

“ It is a family quarrel with Philip's &ther. There 
were very painful circumstances, I believe. I n^ver 
quite understood them, or knew them^alh My tincle 
Tulliver was unfortunate and lost all bis property, 
and I tliiuk he considered Mr Wakem was somehow 
the cause of it. Mr Wakem bought Dorloote Mill, 
my uncle's old place, where he always lived. Yon 
must remember my uncle Tulliver, don’t you V 
“ ISb,” said Stephen, with rather sup^oitious in^ 
difference. “I've always known the name^ tod 1 
daresay I knew the man by sight,' apart frodi kla 



(THE MHiIi on the floss. 


149 


name. I kiK>w half ihe* names and faoes in tie 
neighbourhood in that detached, disjointed way.” 

He was a veiy hot-tempered man. I remember, 
when I was a little girl, and used to go to see my 
cousins, he often frightened me by talking as if he 
were angiy. Papa told mo there was a dreadful 
quarrel, the very day before my uncle's death, be- 
tween him and Mr Wakem, but it was hushed up. 

* That was when you were in London. Papa says my 
uncle was quito mistaken in many ways : his mind 
had become embittered. But Tom and Maggie must 
naturally feel it very painful to bo reminded of these 
things. They have had so mucli — so very much 
trouble. Maggie was at school with me six yoais 
ago, when she was fetched away because of her 
father's^ misfortunes, and she has Ijardly had any 
pleasure since, I think. She has boon in a dreary 
situation in a school since undo's death, because $}io 
is determined to be indept^ndent, and not live with 
aunt Pullet; and I could hardly wish her to come to 
me then, because dear mamma was ill, and everything 
was so sad. That is why I ^vout her to come to mo 
now, and have a long, long holiday.” ► 

“ Vejy sweet and angelic of you,” said Stephen, 
looldiig at her with an admiring smile; ** and all the 
more so if she has the conversational qualities of her 
mother/'^ 

Poor annty ! You are cme^ to lidicule her. She 
is very valuable to me, I know. She manages the 
iiouae beautifully-^much better than any stranger 
would^and she was a great comfort to me in 
illness.” 
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Ye8, but in point of companionship, one would 
prefer that she should bo represented by her brandy* 
cherries and cream-cakes. 1 think with a shudder 
that her daiigliter will alv^ays be present in person, 
and have no agreeable proxies of that kind~a fat, 
blonde giil, with round blue eyes, who will stare at 
us silently.’* 

“ 0 yes ! exclaimed Lney, laughing wickedly 
and clapping her hands, that is just xny cousin 
Maggie. You must have seen her I ” 

“No, indeed : I’m only guessing what Mrs Tul- 
livers daughter nniFt bo^ and then, if she is to 
banish Philip, oiir only apology for a tenor, that 
will bo an additional boie.^' 

“ But I hope that may not be. I think I will ask 
you to call on Philip and tell him Maggie is coming 
to-morrow. Ho is quite aware of Tom’s feeling, and 
always keeps out of his way ; so ho will understand, 
if you tell him, that I asked you to warn him not to 
come until I write to ask him.’' 

“ I think you had better write a pretty note for 
me to take ; Phil is so sensitive, you know, the least 
tiling might fiighten him off coming at al],vand we 
had hard work to get him. I can never induce him 
to como to the Park : he doesn’t like my sisters, I 
think. It is only your fa^ touch that can lay hki 
ruffled feathers.” ^ 

Stephen mastered the little hand that was stray- 
ing towards the table, and touched it Ughity w4l& 
hia lips. Little Lucy felt very proud aud happy^ 
She and Stephen were in that stage of eourtidxi^ 
whidi makes the most exquisite moment yauth. 
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the freshest blossom-time of passion — ^when each is 
snre of the other’s love» but no formal declaration 
has been made, and all is mutual divination, exalting 
the most trivial word, the lightest gesture, into thrills* 
delicate and delicious as wafted jasmine scent. The 
explicitness of an engagement wears oif this finest 
edge of susceptibility : it is jasmine gathered and 
presented in a large bouquet. * 

• “ But it is really odd that you should have hit so 

exactly on Maggie’s appearance and manners/’ said 
ihe cunning Lucy, moving to reach her desk, “ be- 
cause she might have loen like her brother, you 
know ; and Tom has not round eyes ; and he is as 
far as possible from staling at people.” 

0, 1 suppose he is like tho father : ho seems to 
be as proud as Lucifer. Not a brilliant companion, 
though, I should think.” 

** I like Tom. He gave me my Minny when I lost 
Lolo ; and papa is very fond of him : he sa^s Ton 
has excellent principles. It was through him that 
his father was able to pay all his debts before ho 
died.” 

‘^Oh, ah; I’ve heard about that. heard your 
fj^tber and mine talking about it a little while ago, 
dinner, in one of their interminable discussions 
Itbont business. They think of doing something for 
young Tulliver ; he saved them from a considerable 
loss by riding home in some marvellous way, like 
Turpin, to bring them news about the stoppage of a 
Wah, or something of that soil But I was rather 
4mwsy at the tiiue^ 

Ettephen rose from his scat, and sauntered to the 



152 TH& UVLh OK THE FLQBEU 

piano, humming in falsetto, “ Graceful Consort,'^ as 
be tamed over the* volume of “ The Creation/* vrhich 
stood open on the desk. 

* Come and sing this,” he said, when he saw 
Lucy rising. 

“ What I * Graceful Consort ? ^ I don’t think it 
suits your voice.’* • 

“ Never mind ; it exactly suits my feeling, which, 
Philip will liave it, is the grand element of good* 
singing. I notice men with indifferent voices are 
usually of that opinion.** 

‘‘ Philip bill 8t into one of his invectives against 
* The Creation ’ the other day,’* said Lucy, seating 
herself at the piano. ^^Ile says it has a sort of 
sugared complacency and Hatteiing make**be1ieve in 
it, as if it were written for the birthday fete of a Ger- 
man Orand-Duke.** 

“ 0 pooh I IIo is the fallen Adam with a soured 
temper. We aie Adam and Eve uufallen, in para- 
dise. Now, then — the recitative, for the sake of 
the moral. You will sing tlie whole duty of woman 

— ‘And from obedience grov>8 my pi*ide and hap- 
* > ^ 
pincss. 

“ 0 no, T shall not respect an Adam who drags the 
ternpo^ as you will,** said Lucy, beginning to play the 
duet. 

Surely the only courtship unshaken by doubts and 
fears, must be that in which the lovers can sing 
together. The sense of mutual fitness that springs 
from the two deep notes fulfilUnglhzpectatiozx jptlnt 
the right moment between the notes of the silvery sok. 
prauo, from the perfect accord of descending thirds 
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and fifths, from the preconcerted loving chase of a 
fugue, is likely enougk to supersede any immediate 
demand for less impassioned forms of agreement. 
The contralto v^’ill not care to catechise the bass; 
tlie tenor will ftreseo no embarrassing dearth of 
remaik in evenings spent with the lovely soprano. 
In the provinces, too, whero^ music was so scarce 
in that remote time, how could the musical people 
• avoid falling in lo\e with each other? Even poli- 
tical principle must have been in danger of relaxa- 
tion under such ciicumstances ; and a violin, faith- 
ful to rotten boroughs, must have been tempted to 
fraternise in a demoralising way with a reforming 
violoncello. In this case, Iho linnet-throated so- 
prano, and the fuU-toned bass, sjpjpng, 

^ ** With thee delight i% over now, 

With thoo 18 lift incesHant bliss," 

believed what they sang all the more h( cause tlie\ 
sang it. 

“ Now for Raphael’s great song,'* said Lucy, when 
they had finished the duet. “You do the ‘heavy 
beasts ' to perfection.** 

That sounds complimentary,” said Stepheh, look- 
iitg at his watch. “ By Jmve, it*s neaily half-past 
one. Well, I can just sing this.” 

Stephen delivered with admirable ease the deep 
notes ^representing the tread of the heavy beasts : 
but when a singer has an audience of two, there is 
room for divided sentiments. Minny’s misticss was 
obattned; but Mil^y, who bad inticnehed himself, 
<vembling, in his basket as soon as the music began, 
found this thunder so little to his taste that he leaped 
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out and scampered under the remotest aa 

the most eligible place in which a smcdl dog could 
await the crack of doom. 

“ Adieu, ‘ graceful consort,*’^ said Stephen, button^ 
ing his coat across when ho had done singing, and 
smiling down from his tall height, with the air of 
ratlier a patronising lover, at the little lady on Ifce 
music-stool. “ My bliss is not incessant, for I must 
gallop liome. I promised to be there at limch.” * 

“ You will not be able to call on Philip, then ? It 
is of no consequence : I ha\e said everything in my 
note.” • 

“ You will he engaged with your cousin to-mmr* 
row, I suppose ? 

Yes, we are gqjng to have a little family-party. 
My cousin Tom dine with us ; and poor aunty 
will have her tvyo clnldron togetlier for the first 
time. It will bo veiy pretty ; I think a great deal 
about it ” 

“ But I may come the next day ? 

“ 0 yes 1 Come and be introduced to my cousin 
Maggie — though you can hardly be said not 1x> have 
seen her, you have described her so well.” 

“Good-by, then” And there was that alight 
pressure of the hapds, and momentary meatfeg of 
the eyes, which will often leave a little lady with a 
slight flush and smile on her face that da not 
side immediately when the door is closed, and with 
an inclination to walk up and down the iO0m 
than to seat herself quietly at her embroideiy^^^ar; 
other rational and improving oooupatiQn. Ai 
this was the effect on Lucy; and you will not, 
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hopCf oonstder it an indication of vanity predom* 
mating over more tender impulses, tbat she just 
glanced in the chimney-glass as her walk brought 
her near it' The desire to know that one has not 
looked an absoldte fright during a few hours of 
conversation, may be consti ued as lying within the 
bounds of a laudable benevolent consideration for 
others. And Lucy bad so much of this benevo- 
lence in her natuie that I am inclined to think her 
small egoisms were impiegnated with it, just as 
tbeie are ^people not altogi'iher unknown to you, 
whose small benevolences ba\e a picdomiiiant and 
somewhat rank odour of egoism. Even now, that 
she is walking up and down with a little tiiumphant 
flutter of her girlish boait at the sense that she is 
loved by the person of chief consequence in her 
small woild, you may see in her hazel eyes an over- 
present sunny benignity, in which the momcntaiy 
harmless flashes of personal \ unity are quite lost; 
and if she is happy in thinking of her lover, it is 
because the thought of him njinghs readily with all 
the gentle affectiops and good-natuied offices with 
which she fills her peaceful days. Even now, her 
j^indf with that instantaneous alternation which 
itiakev two currents of feeling or imagination seem 
simultaneous, is glancing continually from Stephen 
i4 the preparations she has only half finished in 
ICaggie's room. Cousin Maggie should be treated 
as well as the grandest lady visitor — nay, better, 
jfor she should have Lucy’s best piints and draw- 
ings m her bedroom, and the very finest bouquet of 
spring flowers on her table. Maggie would enjoy 
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all that — Blie was so fond of pretty things I AmA 
there was poor aunt Tulliver, that no one made toy 
account of — she was to be surprised with the pre- 
sent of a cap of superlative quality, and to have her 
lioalth drunk in a giatifying manner, fhr which Lucy 
was going to lay a plot with her father this evening. 
Cleaily, she had not time to indulge in long reveries 
about liei own happy love-afifairs. With this thought ^ 
sho walked towards the door, but paused there. 

“What’s tlie matter, then, Minny?” |»he said, 
stooj^iiig in answer to some whimpering oi that 
small (|uadniped, and lifting his glossy head against 
her pink clu*ck. “ Did you think I was going with- 
out you ? Como, tiu ii, let us go and see Sindbad.** 
Sindbad w as Lucy’s chestnut horse, that she always 
fed with her ovni hand when he was tumed out in the 
paddock. She was fond of feeding dependent orea- 
tuios, and knew the private tastes of all the animals 
about the house, delighting in the little rippling 
sounds of her canaries when their beaks were busy 
with fiesh seed, and in the small nibbling pleasures 
of certain animals which, lest sh^ should appear too 
trivial, I will here call “ the more familiar rodenW* 
Was not Stephen Guest right in his decided opinion 
that this slim maiden of eighteen was quite the smri 
of wife a man would not be likely to repent of marry* 
ing?-— a woman who was loving and thoughtful for 
other women, not giving them Judas-kisses wi& eyes 
askance on their welcome defects, but with inal oare 
and vision for their half-hidden pains aud mortifioa* 
tions, with long ruminating §njoyment little plea- 
sures prepared for tliem ? Perhaps thp i^phai^ of 
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MB admiration did not fall precisely on tbis rarest 
qtfality in her — perhaps he approved his own choice 
of her chiefly because she (hd not strike him as 
a remarkable rarity. A man likes his wife to be 
pretty : weU, “Lucy was pretty, but not to a mad- 
dening extent. A man likes bis wife to be aocom- 
plisbed, gentle/ affectionate, and not stupid ; and * 
^Ijucy had all these qualifications. Stephen was 
not surprised to find himself in lovo with her,^ and 
was oonepious of excellent judgment in proforriDg 
her to Mitfs I^ybum, th^e daughter of the county 
member, although Lucy was only the daughter of 
his father’s subordinate partner; besides, he had 
had to defy and overcome a slight unwillingness 
and disappointment in his father and sisters — a cir- 
cumstanoe which gives a young pjan an agreeable 
consciousness of his own dignity. Stephen was 
aware that he had sense and independence enough 
to choose the wife who was likely to make him 
happy, unbiassed by any indirect considerations. 
He meant to choose Lucy ; slio was a little dar- 
ling, and exactly the sort of woman he had always 
most admired. 



CHAPTEE 11. 


FIRST IMPRESSIONS. 

** He is very clever, Maggie/’ said Lucy. Bho 
was kneeling on a footstool at Maggie’s feet, after 
placing that dark lady in the large crimson-Telvet 
choir. ** I feel sure you will like him. I hope you 
will." 

‘‘ I shall be very diflScult to please, said Maggie, 
smiling, and holding up one of Lucy’s long curls, 
tliat the sunlight might shine through it. “A 
gentleman who thinks he is good enough for Lucy 
must expect to be sharply criticised.” 

“ Indeed, he’s a great deal ^ too good for mid. 
And somotinaes, when ho is away, I almost think 
it can^t really be that he loves ^e. But I can 
never doubt it when he is with me — though I 
couldn’t bear any one but you to know that I 
feel in that way, Maggie.” 

“ Oh, then, if I disapprove of him you can give 
him up, since you are not engaged," scud Maggie, 
with playful gravity. 

“ I would rather not he engaged. When 
are engaged, they begin to thiri of being mained 
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«oon,” said Lucy, too thoroughly preoccupied to 
notice Maggie's joke ; “ and I should like every- 
thing to go on for a long while just as it is. Some- 
times I am quite frightened lest Stephen should say 
that be has spoken to papa ; and from something 
that fell from papa the other day, I feel sure he and 
Mr Guest are expecting that And Stephen’s sisters 
^ are very civil to me now. At first, I think they 
didn't like his paying mo attention ; and that was 
natural. . It does seem out of keeping that I should 
ever live in a great place like the Paik House — such 
a little, insignificant thing as I am." 

‘‘But people aie not expected to be huge in pro- 
portion to the houses they live in, like snails,^’ said 
Maggie, laughing. “ Tray, aio Mr Guest's sisters 
giantesses ?” 

“ 0 no ; and not handsome — that is, not very/’ 
said Lucy, half-penitent at this uncharitable remark 
“ But he is — at least he is generally considered very 
handsome." * 

“ Though you are unable to share that opinion ?’* 

“ 0, I don't know,” said Lucy, blushing pink over 
brow and neck. ‘‘ It is a bad plan to raise expecta- 
tion ; you will perhaps be disappointed. But I have 
prepared a charming surprise for him ; I shall have 
a glorious laugh against him. I shall not tell you 
what it is, though.” 

lAxcy rose from her knees and went to a little 
distance, holding her pretty bead on one side, as if 
she bad been arranging Maggie for a portrait, and 
wiebed judge of the general effect. 

Stand up a moment, Mag^e.” 
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What is your pleasure now ?” said Haggle, 
iiig languidly as she rose from lier chair and looked 
||pwn on her slight, aerial cousin, whose figure was 
quite subordinate to her faulUoss drapery of silk 
and crape. 

Lucy kept her contemplative^ attitude a moment or 
two in silence, and then said-^ 

I can*t think what witcheiy it is in you, Maggie, 
that makes you look best in shabby clothes ; though 
you really must have a now dress now. But do you 
know, last night 1 was trying to fancy you in a 
handsome fashionable dress, and do what I would, 
that old limp merino would come back as the only 
light thing for you, I wonder if Mario Antoinette 
looked all the grander when her gown was darned at 
the elbows. Now, if I were to put anything shabby 
on, I should bo quite iinnoticeable — I should be a 
mere mg/' 

0, quite,'' said Maggie, with mock gravity. 
** You would be liable to be swept out of the room 
with the cobwebs and carpcjt-dust, and to find your- 
self under the grate, like Cinderella. Mayn’t I sit 
down now- 1?” 

Yes, now you may,” said Lucy, laughing. Then, 
with an air of serious reflection, unfastening lier large 
jet brooch, “ But you must change brooches, Maggie; 
that little butterfly looks silly on you.” 

“ But won’t tliat mar the charming efiect of my 
(insistent shabbiness?” said Maggie, seating her«^ 
self submissively, while Lucy knelt again f^d un- 
fastened the contemptible butterfly^ “ I ^sh tny 
motlier were of your opinion, for she was fnsitting 
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hat lught because tliis is my best frock. Fve been 
saving my money to pay for some lessons : I shall 
never get a better situation without more aooomplish- 
ments.” 

Maggie gave a little sigh. 

“ Now, don’t put oa that sad look again,*’ said 
Lucy, pinning the largo brooch below Maggie’s line 
tliroat. “ You’re forgetting that you’ve left that' 
dreary schoolroom bc-hind you, and have no little 
girls’ clothes to mend.” 

Yes,” said Maggie. “ It is with mo as I used 
to think it would bo with the poor uneasy white 
bear I saw at the show. I thought ho imist liavo 
got so stupid with the habit of turning backwards 
and forwards in that narrow space, that ho would 
keep doing it if they set him free. One gets a had 
habit of being unhappy.” 

But I shall put you under a discipUrio of 
pleasure that will make you lose that had habit,” 
said Lucy, sticking the black biitloifly absently fh. 
Ler own collar, while her eyes met Maggie’s affec- 
tionately. ' 

** You dear, tiny thing/' said Maggie, in one of 
her bursts of loving admiration, “ you enjoy other 
people's happiness so much, I believe you would do 
without any of your own. I wish I were like you.” 

** I’ve never been tried in that way,” said Lucy. 

XVe always been so happy. I don’t know whether 
I could boar much trouble ; 1 never had any but 
poor mamma’s death. You have been tried, Maggie; 
and I’m sure you feol for other people quite as much 
as I do.” 

TOL. n. 
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No, Lucy,” said Maggie, shaking her head 
slowly, I don’t enjoy their happiness as you do — 
else I should be nionj contented. I do feel for them 
^^hen they aro in trouble ; I don’t think I could ever 
bear to make any one i/nhappy ; and yet X often hate 
myself, bocauso 1 get angry sometimes at the sight 
of happy people. I think I get worse as I get older 
' — more selfish. That seems very dreadful” 

“ Now, Maggie 1” said Lucy, in a tone of remon-* 
stranco, “ I Joii’t believe a word of that. ‘ It is all a 
gloomy fancjy — ^just because you are depressed by a 
dull, wearisome life.” * 

“ Well, poibaps it is,” said Maggie, resoliiUdy 
clearing away the clomls from her face with a bright 
smile, and throwing herself backward in her chair. 

“ Perhaps it comes from the school diet.— watery 
rice-piulding spiced with Pinnock. Let us hope it 
will give W'ay before my inotlior’s custards and this 
charming Gooflrcy Ciayon.” 

Maggie took up the “ Sketch Book,” which lay 
by her on the table. 

“ Do I look fit to be seen with this little brooch?” 
said Lucy, going to survey the eflbct in the chimney- 
glass. 

0 no, Mr Guest will he obliged to go out of the 
room again if ho sees you in it. Pray make haste 
and f)ut another on.” .x 

Lucy hunied out of the room, but Maggie did pot 
take the opportunity of opening her book : she let 
it full on her knees, while her eyes wandered to the 
window, where she could see the sunshine falling 
on the rich dumps of sprins: dowers and on the louse 
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hedgO' of laurols — and beyond, tbe silvery breadth 
of the dear old Floss, that at this distance seemed to 
be sleeping in a morning holiday. The sweet fresh 
garden scent came through the open window, an'tft 
the birds were busy flitting and alighting, gurgling 
and singing. Yet Maggie’s eyes began to fill with 
tears. The sight of the old scenes had made the 
nish of memories so painful, that even yesterday she 
* liad only been able to rejoice in her mother’s restored 
comfort and Tom’s brotherly friendliness as we rejoice 
in good news of friends, at a disUince, rather than in 
tl»e presence of a hapiuness whicli we share. Memory 
and imagination urged upon lior a sense of privation 
too keen to let her taste what was oflered in the tran- 
sient pres^it: her futino, she thought, was likely to 
bo worse than her past, for afttT Ikt years of con- 
tented ronunciation, slie had slipped back into desire 
and Iqifiging : slie found joyless days of distasteful 
occupation haider and Iianh^r — slie found the imago 
of the intense and vatied life slic yearned for, anct 
despaired of, becoming more and more importunate. 
The sound of the opening door roused her, and, lias- 
tily wiping away her tears, she began to tuni over 
the leaves of her Ixiok. • 

** There is one pleasure, I know, Maggie, that your 
deepest disinalness wjll never resist,” said Lucy, he- 
ginnnig to speak as soon as she entered the room. 
“ That is music, and I moan you to have quite a 
riotous feast of it. I mean you to get up your 
playing again, which used to be so much better 
than mine, when we were at I^aceham.’’ 

You would have laughed to see me playing the 
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little girls’ tunes over and over to them, when i took 
them to practice,” said Maggie, “^ust for the sake 
of fingering the dear keys again. But I don’t know 
ilirhether I could play anything more difflcuU^now 
than * Begone, dull care ! 

“ I know what a wild state of joy you used to bo 
in when the glee-men came round,” said Lucy, tak- 
ing up her onj broidery, ^‘and we might have all those 
old glees tliat you used to love so, if I were certain 
that you don’t feel exactly as Tom does about some 
things.” 

** I sliould have thought* there was nothing you 
might be luoro certain of,” said Maggie, smiling. 

“ I ought ratlier to liave said, one particular thing, ‘ 
Because if you feel just as lie does about thafc we shall 
want our third voice. 8t Ogg s is so miserahly pro- 
vided with musical gentlemen. There are really only 
Stephen and Philip Wakem who have any knowledge 
of music, BO as to be able to sing a part.” 

Lucy had looked up from her work as she uttered 
the last sentence, and saw that there was a change 
in Maggie’s face. 

“ Does it hurt you to hear the name mentioned, 
Maggie ? If it docs, I will not speak of him again, 

I know Torn will not see liiiii if he can avoid it” 

‘‘ I don’t feed at all as Tom does on that subject' 
said Maggie, rising and going to the window as if she 
wanted to sec more of the landscape. 4* I’ve always 
liked Philip Wakem ever since I was a little girl, .and 
saw him at Lortou. He was so good when Tom hurt 
bis foot.^’ 

“ 0, Pm so glad I ” said Lucy. Then you won^t 
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mind bis coming somotimos, and wo can have inncli 
more mnsio than we could without him. I’m very 
fond of poor Philip, only I wish ho were not so^ 
morbid about his deformity. I suppose it ts Ids 
deformity tliat makes him so sad — and sometimes 
bitter. It is certainly very pite(ui8 to see Ids poor 
little crooked body and palo face among great strong 
people.” 

** But, Lncy,” said Maggie, trying to arrest tho 
prattling stream .... 

Ah, there is the dom^ bell. That must bo Ste- 
phen," Lucy wont on, not noticing Maggie’s faint 
effort to speak. One of the things 1 most adndro 
in Stephen is, that he makes a gj;eater friend of 
Philip than any one.’^ 

It w^i8 too late for Maggie to speak now : tho 
drawing-room door was opening, and IVfinny was 
already growling in a small w’ay at tho entrance 
of a tall gentleman, who went up to Lucy and took 
her hand with a half-polite, lialf-tender glance and 
tone of inquiry, which seemed to indicate that ho 
was unconscious of any other presence. . 

“ Let me introduce you to my cousin, Miss Tul- 
livdr,” said Lucy, turning with wicked enjoyment 
towards ' Maggie, who now approached from tho 
farther window. This is Mr Stephen Guest." 

For one instant Stephen could not conceal his asto- 
nishment at the sight of this tall dark -eyed nymph 
with her jet-black coronet of hair ; the next, Maggie 
felt herself, for the first time in her life, receiving the 
tribute of a very deep blush and a very deep bow from 
a person towards whom she herself was conscious of 
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timidity. This new experience was very agreeable 
to her — so agreeable, that it almosi: effaced' her pre- 
vious emotion about Philip. There was a new bright- 
ness in h(‘r eyes, and a very becoming flush on her 
clie(*k, as slie seated herself. 

“ I hope you perceive what, a striking likeness you 
drew the day before yesterday,” said Lucy, wdth a 
pretty laugh of triumph. She enjoyed her loverV 
confnsion — tlio advantage was usually on his side. 

“ This designing cousin of y^mrs quite deceived 
me, Miss Tulliver/’ said Stephen, seating himself by 
Lucy, and stooping to play with Mimiy — only look- 
ing at Maggie furtively, “ She said you had light 
hair ami hhie eyes.” 

“ Nay, it was you who said so,” remonstrated Lucy. 
“ I only refraiii(‘d from destroying your confidence in 
your owi/soooud- s^ight.’^ 

“ T wisli I could always err iu the same way,” said 
Stephen, “ and find reality so much more beautiful 
than my preconceptions.” 

“Now you have proved yourself equal to the occa- 
sion,” said Maggie, “ and said what it was incumbent 
on you to say under the circumstances.” 

She flashed a slightly defiant look at him : it was 
clear to her tliat ho had been- drawing a satirical por- 
trait of her beforehand. Lucy had said he was inclined 
to bo satirical, and Maggie had mentally supplied the 
addition — “ and rather conceitei^” 

An alarming amount ofidevil there,” was Ste- 
phen’s first thought. The second, when she had 
bent over her work, was, “ I wish she would look at 
me again.” The next was, to answer : 
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“ I suppose all phrases of mere oonjpliraent have 
their turn to bo true. A m&n is occasionally grateful 
when he says ‘thank It*8 rather hard upon him 
that ho must use the same words with which all tho 
world declines a disagreeable invitation — don’t you 
think so, Miss Tulliver ? ” 

“ No,’* said Maggie, looking at him with her direct 
glance ; “if we use common words on a great occa- 
sion, they are the more striking, be(‘auRO they are felt 
at once to have a particular meaning, like old baiiuors, 
or everyday clothes, hung u]) in a sacred place.” 

“ Then my ooniplimcnt ought to be eloquent,’* said 
Stephen, really not quite knowing what ho said while 
Maggie looked at him, “ seeing that tlie words wore 
so far beneath the ocoasion.” 

“ Nv compliment can bo eloquent, except as an 
expression of indifference,” said Maggies, flushing a 
little. 

Lucy was rather alarmed: she thought Stephen 
and Mnggio wavo not going to like each otlier. ^ She 
had always feared lest Maggie sljould a])pettrtoo odd 
and clever to please that critical gentleman, “ Why, 
dear Maggie,” she interposed, “you Lave always pre- 
tended tjiat you are too fond of being admired ; and 
now, I tliink, you are angry because Bou»e one ven- 
tures to admire you.*^ 

“ Not at all,” said Maggie ; “ I like too well to 
feel that I am admired, but com plirn cuts never make 
me feel that.” ^ ^ 

“ I will never pay you a compliment again, Miss 
Tulliver,” said Stephen. 

“ Thank yon ; that will be a proof of respect” 
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Poor Maggie ! She was so unused to sooie^ that 
she could take nothing as a matter of course, and 
had never in her life spoken from the lips merely, 
so that she must necessarily appear absurd to more 
experienced ladies, from the excessive feeling she 
was apt to tlirow into very trivial incidents. But 
she was even conscious herself of a little absurdity 
in tins instance. It was true she had a theoretic 
objection to compliments, and had once said impa- 
tiently to Philip, that she didn’t see why women 
were to be told with a sim|oor that tliey were beau- 
tiful, any more than old men wdre to be told that 
they were venerable : still, to bo so irritated by a 
common practice in the case of a stranger like Mr 
Stt'plif'n Quest, and to care about his having spoken 
slightingly of her before he had seen lior, wus cer- 
taizily unreasonable, and as soon as she was silent 
she began to bo ashamed of herself. It did not 
occur to her that her irritation was duo to the plea- 
santer emotion which preceded it, Justus when we 
are satisfied with a sense of glowing warmth^ an 
innocent drop of cold water may fall upon us as a 
sudden smart 

Stephen was too well-bred not to seem unaware 
that the previous conversation could have been felt 
embarrassing, and at once befan to talk of imper- 
sonal matters, asking Lucy if she knew when the 
bazaar was at length to take place, so that there 
might be some hope of seeing^er rain the influence 
of her eyes on objects more grateful than those wor- 
sted flowers that were growing under her^fingers. 
^^Sorne day next month, 1 believe/' said Lucy. 
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But yow sisters are doing more for it than I am : 
they are to have the largest stall/' 

Ah, yes ; but they cany on their manufnctm'es 
in their owil sitting-room, where I don't intrude on 
them. I SCO you are not addicted to the fashionable 
vice of fancy- work, Miss Tnlliver,^' said Steplion, 
looking at Maggie s plain hemming. 

^ “ No,” said Maggie, “ I can do nothing more diffi- 

cult or more elegant than shirt-male ing/^ 

“ And your plain sewing is so beautiful, Maggie,” 
said Lucy, ** that I think I shall beg a few specimens 
of you to show as fancy-w'ork. Your exquisite sew- 
ing is quite a mystery to me — you used to dislike 
that sort of work so much iii old days.” 

** It is a mystery easily explained, dear,” said 
Maggie, looking up quietly. “ Plain sewing was the 
only thing I could get money by ; so 1 was obliged 
to try and do it w^ell/^' 

Lucy, good and simple as she was, could not hfdo 
blushing a little : she did not quite like that Stepheii 
should know that — Maggie need not have mentioned 
it. Perhaps there was some pride in the confession: 
the pride of poverty that will not bo aslmmed of 
itself. But if Maggie had been the queen of coquettes 
she could hardly liavo invented' a moans of giving 
greater piquancy to Ber beauty in Stephen's eyes : I 
am not sure that the quiet admission of plain sewing 
and poverty would have done alone, but assisted by 
^ythe beauty, they’mjde Maggie more unlike other 
women even than she had seemed at first. 

“ But liioan knit, Lucy,” Maggie went on, “if that 
will be of any use for your bazaar.” 
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** 0 yes, of iiifinite use. I shall set you to yrtnk 
with scarlet wool to-morrow. But your sister is the 
most enviable pernon,” continued Lucy, turning to 
Stephen, “ to have tlie talent of modelling. She is 
doing a wonderful bust of Dr Kenii entirely from 
mo II j 01 y.” 

“ Why, if she can remember to put the eyes very 
near togelljer, and tlui corners of the mouth veiy far , 
apart, the likoiieiss can hardly fail to be striking in 
St Ogg’s 

“Now that is very wicked of you/’ said Lucy, 
looking rather hurt. “ I didn’t think you would 
speak disrespectfully of Dr Kenn.” 

^ ‘ I say anything disrespectful o^Dr Kerin ? Heaven 
forbid 1 But I am not bound to respect a libellous 
bust of him. I think Kenii one of flie finest fellows 
in the woi Id. I don’t care much about the tall candle- 
sticks be has pul on the com rnun ion-table, and I 
shouldn’t like to spoil iny temper by getting up to 
oaily prayers every morning. But he’s the only 
man I ever know pijrsonally who seeips to me to 
have anything of the leal apostle in him — a man 
who has eight hundred a-year, and is contented with 
deal furnituie and boiled beef because he gives away 
two-thiida of his income. Tlmt was a very fiii© 
tiling of him — ^taking into his house that poor lad 
Grattan who sliot his mother by accident. He sacri- 
fices more time than a loss busy man could spare, to 
save tlie poor fellow from gettiiig into a morbid state 
of mind about it Ho takes the lad out with him 
constantly, I see.” ^ 

“ That is boautifulf” said Maggie, who had let her 



THE MILL ON THE FLOSS. 


171 


workfally and was listening with keen interest. “ I 
never knew any one who did such things/* 

“ And one admires that sort of action in Eenn all 
the more/* said Stephen, ** because his manners in 
general are rather cold and severe. There’s nothing 
sugary and niaiullin about him.” 

‘‘ 0, I think he’s a perfect eharactor I ” said Lucy, 
with pretty enthusiasm. ^ • 

‘‘No; there I can’t agree .with you,” said Stephen, 
shaking his head with sarcastic gravity. 

“ Now, what fault ca;^ you point out in him ?” * 

“ He’s an Anglican.” 

“ Well, those are the riglit views, I think,” said 

a 

question in the abstract,” said 
Stephen, “ but not from a parliamentary point of 
view. He has set the Dissenters and the Chureh 
people by the ears; and *a lising senator like myself, 
of whoso services the country is very miioh in need, 
will find it inconvenient when lie puts 'up for the 
honour of representing St Ogg’s in railinineut.” 

“Do you really think of that?” said Lucy, her 
eyes brightening wdih a proud pleasure that jnado 
her neglect the argumentative interests of Angli- 
canism. 

“Decidedly — whenever old Mr Ley burn’s public 
spirit and gout induce him to give way. My father’s 
heart is set on it ; and gifts like mine, you know ” 
—here Stephen drew liimself up, and rubbed ^is 
large white hands over his hair with playful self- 
admiratiali — “ gifts like mine involve ^reat responsi- 
bihtieB. Don't you think so, Hiss Tolliver ?” 


Lucy, gravely. 

“ That settles flie 
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Yes,” said Maggie, smiling, but not looking up ; 
so much fluency and self-possession should not be 
wasted entirely on private occasions/' 

“ All, I see liow raucli penetration you have,” said 
Steplien. “ You have discovered already tliat I am 
talkative and iinpudent. Now suporlicial people never 
discern that — owing to my manner, I suppose.” 

Slio doesn't look at me when I talk of myself,” c 
ho thought, while his listeners were laughing. " I 
must try other subjects.” 

Did Lucy intend to bo present at the meeting 
of the Book Club next week? was the next ques- 
tion. Then followed tho recommendation to choose 
Southoy’s ‘^Lifo of (/owper,” unless she were in- 
clined to bo philoaopliical, and startle the ladies of 
St Ogg’s by voting for one of tho Bridgfewater 
Treatises. Of course Lucy wished to know what 
these alarmingly learned books ^ere; and as it is 
always pleasant to improve the minds of ladies by 
talking to them at ease on subjects of which they 
know nothing, Stephen became quite brilliant in an 
account of Bnckland's Treatise, which he had just 
been .reading. He was rewarded by seeing Maggie 
lot her work fall, and gradually get so absorbed in 
his wonderful geological story that slie sat looking 
at him, leaning forward with crossed arms, and with 
an entire absence of self-consciousness, as if he had 
been the snuffiest of old professors, and she a downy- 
lipped olumnua He was so fascinated by this clear, 
large gaze, that at last he forgot to look away from 
it occasionally towards Lucy j but she, sweet child, 
was only rejoicing that Stephen was proving to 
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Maggie how olevor he was, and tliat they would 
certainly be good friends after alL 

“ I will bring you the book, shall I, Miss TuUiver?” 
said Stephen, when he found the stream of his recol- 
lections running rather shallow. “ There are many 
illustrations in it that you will like to see.'' 

“ 0, thank you,” said Maggie, blushing with re- 
turning self-consciousness at this direct ad 5 lres 8 , and 
^taking up her w1)rk again. 

** No, no,” Lucy interposed. “ I must forbid your 
plunging Maggie in books. I shall never get her 
away from them ; and I want her to have delicious 
do-nothing days, filled with boating, and chatting, 
and riding, and driving: that is the holiday she 
needs.” 

“Api;oposr' said Stephen, looking at his watch. 
“ Shall wo go out for a row on tlio river now ? Tlio 
tide will suit for to go the Tofton way, and we 
can walk back.” 

That was a delightful proposition to Maggie, for 
it was years since she had been on tlie riven When 
she was gone to put on her bonnet, Lucy lingered 
to give an order to the servant, and took the oppor- 
tunity of telling Stei)hen that Maggie had no objec- 
tion to Seeing Philip, so that it was a pity she had 
sent tliat note the day before yesterday. But she 
would write another to-morrow and invite him. 

ril call and beat him up to-Tnorrow,” said Ste- 
phen, and bring liim witli me in the evening, shall 
I ? My sisters will want to call on you when I tell 
them your cousin is with you. 1 must leave the 
field clear for fliem in the morning.” 
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0 yes, pray bring him,” said Lucy. “ And you 
vMl like Maggie, shan’t you ? ” she added, in a be- 
sdbcliing tone. “ Isn’t she a dear, noble-looking 
broaturo ? ” 

“ Too tfiU,” said Stephen, smiling down upon her, 

“ and a little too lieiy. She is not my type of woman, . 
you know,” 

Geutlemtui, you aro aware, are apt to impart these 
iinpmdont coufidonecs to ladies concerning their nn-* 
favourable opinion of sister fair oiu^s. That is why 
so many women have tho advantage of knowing that 
they aro secretly n^pnlsive to men who have self- 
denyingly made ardent love to them. And hardly 
anything could bo more distinctively oharacteristio 
of Lucy, than that she both implicitly believed 'what 
Steplieo said, and was determined that Maggiq should 
not know it. But you, who haye a higher logic than 
tho veibal to guide you, have already foreseen, as 
the direct sequence to that unfavourable opinion of 
Stephen’s, tliat ho walked down to the boat-house 
calculating, by the aid of a vivid imagination, that 
Maggie must give him her hand at least twice in 
consequence of this pleasant boating plan, and 
that a gentlouinii who wishes ladies to look at him 
is advantageously situated when he is rowing them 
in a boat. What then ? Had ho fallen in love with 
this surprising daiigliter of Mrs Trdliver at first 
sight ? Certainly not. Such ]>aBsions ftre never 
heard of in real life. Besides, he was in love 
already, and half-engaged to the dearest little crea- 
ture in the world ; and he was not a man to make 
a fool of himself in any w^ay. But when one ifl five- 
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aod-twexity, one has not chalk-stones at finger- 
en^lfl that the touch of a hand some girl should be 
entirely indifferent It was perfectly natural and 
safe to admire beauty and enjoy looking at it — at 
least under such circumstances as iho present. And 
tliere was really something very interesting about 
this girl, with her poverty and troubles : it was 
gratifying to see the friendship betwc'cn the tw'O 
I cousins. Generally, Stephen admitted, ho w'as not 
fond of women w ho had any peculiarity of character 
— but here, the peculiarity st*emed really of a supe- 
rior kind ; and provided olie is not obliged to marry 
such w’omen, why, they certainly make a variety in 
social intercom se. 

Maggie did not fulfil Stephen’s hope by looking 
at him during the first quarter of an liour : lier eyes 
were too full of tlio old banks that she knew so well. 
She felt lonely, cut off from Hiilip — the f)n}y person 
who had ever seemed to love her devotcdlj^ as she 
had alw'ays longed to be loved. Jhit presently the 
rhythmic movement of the oars attracted her, ai|d 
she thought she should like to learn how to row. 
This roused her from her reverie, and she asked if 
she might take an oar. It appeared that site re- 
quired much teaching, and she became ambitious. 
The exercise brought the warm blood into her cheeks, 
and made her inclined to take her lesson merrily, 

I shall not be satisfied until I can manage both 
oars, and row you and Lucy,'' she said, looking very 
bright as sliG stepped out of the boat. Maggie, wo 
know, was apt to forget tlie thing she was doing, 
and she had chosen an inopportune moment for her 
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remark : lift* foot slipped, but happily Mr Stephen 
Guest held her hand, and kept her up with a firm 
grasp. 

“ You have not hurt yourself at all, I hope ? ” he 
said, bending to look in her face with anxioty. It 
was very chaniiing to be taken care of in that kind 
giacoful manner by some one taller and stronger 
than ono’s-flolf. Maggie had never felt -just in the 
same way before. 

When they reached home again, they found uncle 
and aunt rullet seated with Mrs Tulliver in the 
drawing-room, and Stephen hurried away, asking 
leave to come again iii the evening. 

And pray bring with you the volume of Purcell 
that you took avvay,^^ said Lucy. “ I want Maggie- 
to hear your best songs.” 

Aunt, riillet, under the certainty that Maggie 
•would be invited to go out with Lucy, probably 
to Park House, was much shocked at. ^le shabbi- 
nesa of her clothes, which, when witnessed by the 
higher society of St Ogg's, w^ould be a discredit to 
the family, that demanded a strong and prompt 
remedy ; and the consultation as to what would 
be most suitable to this end from among the super- 
ihiities of Mrs Pullet’s wardrobe, was one that Lucy 
ns well as Mrs Tulliver entered into with some zeal. 
Maggie must really have an evening dress as soon 
as possible, and she was about the same height as 
aunt Pullet. 

“ But she’s so much broader across the shoulders 
than I am — it’s veiy ill-convenient,** said Mrs Pullet, 
“ else she might w’ear that beautiful black brocade 
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o' mine without any alteration ; and her arms are 
beyond everything,” added Mrs Pullet, sorrowfully, 
as she lifted Maggie^s large round arm. She’d 
never get my sleeves on.” 

never mi^d that, aunt: pray send us the 
dress,*' said Lucy. I don’t mean Maggie to have 
long sleeves, and I have abundance of black lace for 
trimming. Her arms will look beautiful.” 

* Maggie’s arms are a pretty shape,” said Mrs 
Tulliver. “ They’re like mine used to be — only 
mine was never brown : I^wish she’d had our family 
skin.” 

“ Nonsense, aunty 1 said Lucy, patting her aunt 
Tulliver’s shoulder, ‘‘you don’t understand those 
things. A painter would think Maggie’s complexion 
beautiful.” 

“May be, my dear,” said Mrs Tulliver, iubmis- 
sively. “ You know better than I do. Only when 
I wa6 young a brown skin w'asn’t thought well on 
among respectable folks.” 

“No,” said uncle Pullet, who took int^ise interest 
in tl>e ladies' conversation, as he sucked his lozenges. 
“Though there was a song about the ‘ Nut-brown 
Maid,* too; I tliink she was crazy — crazy K^ite — 
but I f?an*t justly remember.” 

“ 0 dear, dear ! ” said Maggie, laughing, but im- ' 
patient ; I think that will be the end of my brown 
sldiQ, if it is alvrays to be talked about so much.” 
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CHAPTER III. 

CONFIDENTIAL MOMENTS. 

When Maggie wont np to her bedroom that nighty 
it appeared that kIio was not at all inclined to un- 
dress. Slie .set down her candle on the first table 
that pro s( 'll tod itself, and began to walk up and 
down lior room, which was a large one, witji a firm, 
regular, and rather rapid step, which showed that 
the exercise was the instinctive vent of strong 
excitemiint. ITer eyes and cheeks had an almost 
feverish brilliancy ; lier head ivas thrown backward, 
and her hands wore clasped with the palms butward, 
and with that tension of the arms which is apt to 
accompany mental absorption. 

Had anything remarkable happened ? 

Nothing tliat you are not likely to consider in the 
highest degree unimportant. She had been hearing 
some fine music sung by a fine bass voice — ^but then 
it was sung in a provincial, amateur fiishion, imch as 
would have left your critical ear much to desire. 
And she was conscious of having been looked at a 
gpreat deal, in rather a furtive manner, from beneath 
a pair of well-marked horizontal eyebrows, with a 
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glanco that seemed somehow to have caught the 
vibratory influence of the voice. Such tilings could 
• have had no perceptible effect on a thorouglily well- 
educated young lady, with a perfectly balanced 
mjnd, who had had all the advantages of fortune, 
training, and refined society. But if Maggie had 
been th}it young lady, you would^ probably have 
Jrnown nothing about her : her life would liave had 
so few vicissitudes that it couhl hardly have been 
written; for the happiest woriiSn, like the happiest 
nations, have no liistoiy. • 

In poor Maggie’s higlily-stnmg, hungry nature 
— just come away from a third-rate schodlroom, 
with all its jarring sounds and pot^ Tf)und of tasks 
— these apparently trivial causes had tlio elfect of 
rousing and exalting her imagination in a way tliat 
w^as mysterious to hersclt It was not that she 
thought distinctly of Mr Stephen Guest, or jlwolt on 
the indications that ho looked at her with admira- 
tion ; it was rather that slic ftdt tlio half-remote pre- 
sence of a world of love and beauty and delight, 
made up of vague, mingled images from all the 
poetry and romance she had^ over read, or had ever 
woven in her dreamy reveries. H(*r mind glanced 
back once or twice to the time when slie had courted 
privation, when slie harl tliought all longing, all im- 
patience, was subdued ; but that condition seemed 
irrecoverably gone, and she recoiled frotp the re- 
membrance of it. No prayer, no striving now, 
would bring back that negative peace : tlie battle 
of her life, it seemed, was not to be decided in that 
short and easy way — ^by perfect renunciation at the 
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veiy threshold of her youth. The music was vibrat- 
ing in her still — Purcell’s music, with its wild pas- 
sion and fancy — and she could not stay in the re- 
collection of that bare, lonely past. She was in her 
brighter aerial world again, when a little tap came 
at the door : of course it was her cousin, who entered 
in ample white dressing-gown. 

Wliy, Maggie, you naughty child, haven’t yoi^ 
begun to undress said Lucy, in astonishment. “ I 
promised not to ediffe and talk to you, because I 
lliougbt you must bo tired. But here ygu are, look- 
ing as if you were ready to dress for a ball. Come, 
come, ^et on your dressing-gown, and unplait your 
hair.” 

Well, y9U are not very forw'ard,” retorted Maggie, 
hastily reaching her own pink cotton g(fwn, and 
looking at Lucy’s light-brown hair brushed back in 
curly disorder. 

“ 0, J have not much to do. I sliall sit down and 
talk to you, till I see you are really on the way to 
bed.” 

Whilo Maggie stood and unplaited her long black 
hair over her pink drapery, Lucy sat down near the 
toilettG4able, watching her with affectionate eyes, 
and head a little aside, like a pretty spaniel. If it 
appears to you at all incredible that young ladies 
should be led on to talk confidentially in a situation 
of this kind, I will beg you to remember that human 
life furnishes many exceptional cases. 

** You really have enjoyed the music to-night, 
haven’t you, Maggie?” 

** 0 yes, th#t is w’hat prevents me from feeling 
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sleepy, I think I should have no othor mortal 
wants, if I could always have plenty of mueio. It 
seems to infuse strength into my limbs, and ideas 
into my brain. Life seems to go on without effort, 
when I am filled with music. At other times one 
is conscious of carrying a weight.” 

And Stephen has a splendid voice, hasn’t 
he?” 

“ Well, perhaps we are neither of us judges of 
that,” said Maggie, laughing, as she seated herself 
and tossed her long luiit back. You are not im- 
partial, and I thkik any barrel-organ splendid." 

“ But tell me what you think of him, now. Tell 
me exactly — good and bad too ” 

** Oi I think you should Imrniliato him a little. A 
lover should not be so much at ease, and so self- 
confident. He ought to tremble niore.” 

Nonsense, Maggie! As if any one could tremble 
at me I You think he is conceited — I see that. But 
yon don't dislike him, do you ?” * 

“ Dislike him ! No. Am I in the habit of see- 
ing such charming people, that I should be very 
difficult to please ? Besides, how could I dislike any 
one that promised to make you hapj^y, you dear 
thing!” Maggie pinched Lucy's dimpled chin. 

“We shall have more music to-morrow evening,” 
said Lucy, looking happy already, “ for Stephen 
wll bring Philip Wakem with him.” 

“ 0 Lucy, I can't see him,” said Maggie, turning 
palft At least, I could not see him without Tom's 
leave.” 

“ Is Tom such a tyrant as tliat?”.said Lucy, sur- 
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prised. ril take the responsibility then — ^tell him 
it was my fault.” 

“But, dear,” said Maggie, falteringly, “I promised 
Tom very solemnly — before my fatliers death — I 
promised him I would not speak to Philip without 
his knowledge and consent And I have a great 
dread of opening t^ subject with Tom — of getting 
into a quarrel witli him again.” 

“But I never heard of anything so strange and 
unreasonable. What harm can poor Philip have 
done? May I speak to Tqm about it?” 

“0 no, pray don% dear,” said Maggie. “ I'll go 
to him myself to-morrow, and tell him that you 
wish Philip to come, IVe thouglit before of asking 
him to absolve mo from iny promise, but Tve not 
had the courage to determine on it.” • 

They were both silent for some moments, and 
then Lucy said — 

“ Maggie, you have secrets from me, and I have 
none froA you.” 

Maggie looked meditatively away from Lucy. 
Then she turned to her and said, “ I should like to 
tell you about Philip. But, Lucy, you must not be- 
tray that you, know it to any one — ^least of all to 
Philip himself, or to Mr Stephen Guest." 

The narrative lasted long, for Maggie had never 
before known ^ the relief of such an outpouring: 
she had never before told Lucy anything of her in- 
most life ; and the sweet face bent towards her with 
(Sympathetic interest, and the little hand pressing 
hers, encouraged her to speak on. On two points 
only she was not expansive. She did not betray fully 
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what still rankled in her mind as Tom’s great of- 
fence — ^the insults ho had heaped on Pliilip. Angry 
as the remembrauGO^ still made her, she could not 
bear that any one else should know it all — both for 
Tpm’s sake and Philip s. And she could not bear 
to tell Lucy of the last scene between her father 
and Wakern, though it was this scene which she had 
pvor since felt to bo a new barrier between herself 
and Philip. ‘^She merely said, she saw now tliat 
Tom was, on the whole, right in regarding any pro- 
spect of love and marriage between her and Philip 
as put out of the question by the relation of the two 
families. Ot course Philip’s father would nevejp 
consent. 

There, Lucy, you have had my story,’^ said 
Maggie^* smiling, with the tears in her eyes. “ You 
see I am like Sir Andrew Aguoghcek — I was adored 
once.” 

“ Ah, now I see how it is you know Shakespoaro 
and 0 very thing, and have learned so inuch since you 
left school ; which always scorned to ino witchcraft 
before — ^j)art of your general uncaiiiiincHS,” said 
Lucy. 

She mused a little with her eyes downwaVd, and 
then added, looking at Maggie, “ It is V'*ry beautiful 
that you sliould love Philip : 1 never tiiought such 
a happiness would l>cfall him. And in my opinion, 
you ought not to give him up. There are .obstacles 
now; but they may be done away with in time/’ 

Maggie shook her head. 

Yes, yes/' persisted Lucy ; “ I can’t help being 
hopeful about it. There is somotliing romantic in 
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it— out of the common way — -just what eTerything 
that happens to you ought to be. And Philip will 
adore you like a husband in a fairy tale. O, I shall 
puzzle my small brain to contrive some plot that 
will bring everybody into the right mind, so that 
you may marry Philip, when ! marry — somebody 
else. Wouldn't that be a pretty ending to all my 
poor, poor Maggie's troubles ?” 

Maggie tried to smile, but shivered, as if she felt 
a sudden chill. v 

“ Ah, dear, you are cold,” said Lucy. “ Yon m\st 
go to bed ; and so must I. I dare not think whijt 
time it is.’’ 

They kissed each other, and Lucy, went away — 
possessed of a confidenco which had a strong influ- 
ence over her subsequent impressions. Maggie had 
been thoroughly sincere : her nature had never found 
it easy to be otherwise. But confidences are some- 
times blinding, even when they are sincere. 



CHAPTEE^IV. 

BROTHER AND SISTER. 

Maggie was obliged to go to Tom’s lodgings in the 
middle of tlie day, when he would bo coming in to 
dinner, else slie would not have found him at homo. 
He was not lodging with entire strangers. Our friend 
Bob dakin had, with Mumps’s tacit consent, taken 
not only a wife about eight months ago, but also one 
of those queer old houses pierced with surprising 
passages, by the water-side, whore, as he observed, 
his wife and mother could keep themselves out uf 
mischief by letting out two “ pleasure-boats,” in 
which he had invested some of his savings, and by 
taking in a lodger for the parlour and spare bedroom. 
Under these circumstances, what could be Setter for 
the interests of all parties, sanitary considerations 
apart, than that the lodger should bo Mr Tow ? 

It was Bob’s wife who opened the dooj to Maggie. 
She was a tiny woman, with the general physiog- 
nomy of a Dutch doll, looking, in comparison with 
Bob’s mothcr^^who filled jup the passage in the rear, 
terj much like one of those human figures which 
the artist finds conveniently standing near a colossal 
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statue to show the proportions. The tiny woman 
curtsied and looked up at Maggie with some awe as 
soon as she had opened the door ; but the words, 
*^Is my brother at home?’' which Maggie uttered 
smilingly, made her turn round with stidden excite- 
ment, and say — 

Eh, mother, mother — tell Bob I — it’s Miss 
Maggie I Come in. Miss, for goodness do,” she went 
on, opening a side door, and endeavouring to flatten 
her person against the wall to make the utmost space 
for the visitor. 

Sad recollections crowded on Maggie as she en- 
tered the small parlour, which was now all that poor 
Tom had to call by the name of “home” — that 
name which had once, so many years ago, meant for 
both of them the same sum of dear familiar objects. 
But everything was ^ not strange to her in this new 
room : the first thing her eyes dwelt on was the 
large old Bible, and the sight was not likely to dis- 
perse the old memories. She stood without speaking. 

“If you please to take the privilege o’ sitting 
down, Miss,” said Mrs Jakin, nibbing her apron over 
a perfectly clean chair, and then lifting up the comer 
of that garment and holding it to her face with an 
air of embarrassment, as she looked wonderingly 
Maggie. 

“Bob is at home, then?” said Maggie, recovering 
herself, and smiling at the bashful Dutch doll. 

“ Yes, Miss ; but I think he must be washing and 
dressing himself — I’ll go aild see,” said Mrs Jakin, 
disappearing. - > ’ 

But she presently came back walking wilih 
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conrage a little way behind her hnBband, who 
showed the brilliancy of his blue eyes and regular 
white teeth in the doorway, bowing respectfully. 

“How do you do, Bob?*" said Maggie, coining 
forward and putting out her hand to him ; “ I always 
meant to pay your wife a visit, and I shall come 
another day on purpose for that, if she will^et me. 
But I was obliged to come to-day, to speak to my 
brother.** 

“ He’ll be in before long, Miss. He’s doin’ finely, 
Mr Tom is ; he *11 be one o’ the first men hereabouts 
— ^you’ll see that.” 

“Well, Bob, Tin sure he’ll be indebted to you, 
whatever he becomes : ho said so himself only tlie 
other night, when he was talking of you.” 

“Ifti, Miss, that’s his way o’ takin’ it. But I 
think the more on’t when lie says a thing, because 
his tongue doesn’t overslioot )jim as njine does. 
Lors I I’m no better nor a tilted bottle, I am’t — I 
can’t stop mysen when once I begin. But you look 
rarely, Miss — it does me good to you. What do 
you say novf, PrisSj^ ? ” — here Bob turned to his 
wife. “ Isn’t it all come true as I said ? . Though 
there isn’t many sorts o* goods as I casi’t over-praise 
when I set my tongue to’t.” 

Mrs Bob’s small nose seemed to be following thtf 
efxample. of her eyes in J:uming up reverentially 
towards Maggie, but she was able now to smile and 
curtsy, and say, “ I’d looked forrard like aenything 
to seein’ you, Miss, for my husband’s tongue’s been 
runnin’ on you, like as *if he was ligbt-headed, iver 
since first he come a-courtin* on mo.” 
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“ Well, well,” said Bob, looking rather silly* << Go 
an’ 'See after the taters, else Mr Tom ’nil have to 
wait for ’em.*' 

“ I hope Mumps is friendly with Mrs Jakin, Bob,” 
said Maggie, smiling. “ I remember you used to 
say, h^jvouldn’t like your marrying.” 

EI^Miss,” said Bob, grinning, “ he made up his 
mind to’t when he see’d what a little un she was. 
He pretends not to see her mostly, or else to think 
as she isn’t full-growed. But about Mr Tom, Miss,” 
said Bob, speaking lower and looking serious, “ he’s 
as close as a iron biler, he is ; but I’m a ’cutish 
chap, an’ when I’ve left off carrying my pack, an* 
am at a loose end, I’ve got more brains nor I 
know what to do wi*, an’ I*m forced t6 busy myself 
wi* other folks’s insides. An* it worrets me as Mr 
Tom *iill sit by himself so glumpish, a-knittin’ his 
broV, an* a-lookin’ at the fire of a night. He should 
be a bit livelier now — a fine young fellow like him. 
My wife says, wlien she goes in sometimes, an’ he 
takes no notice "of her, he sits lookin’ into the fire, 
and frownin’ as if he was watcAin’ folks at work in 
it.” 

“ He thinks so much about business,” said Maggie. 

“Ay,” said Bob, speaking lower; “but do you 
think it’s nothin’ else. Miss ? He’s close, Mr Tom 
is ; but I’m a ’cute chap, I am, an’ I thought tow’rt 
last Christmas as I’d found out a soft place in him. 
It was about a little black spaniel — a rare bit o* 
breed^as he made a fuss to get. But since then 
summat’s come over him, as^e’s set his teeth again^ 
things more nor iver, for all he’s had . such good-luok 
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An’ I wanted to tell you^ Miss, ’oause I thought you 
might work it out of him a« bit, now you’re come. 
He’s a deal too lonely, an* doesn’t go into company 
enough.” * 

‘^I’m afraid T have very little power over him, 
. Bob,” said Maggie, a good deal moved by sug- 
gestion. It was a totally new idea to her mnR, that 
Tom could have his love troubles. Poor fellow I — 
and in love with Lucy too I But it was perhaps a 
mere faticy of Bob’s too officious brain. The present 
of the dog meant nothing more than cousinship and 
gi*atitude. But Bob had already said, “ Here’s Mr 
Tom,” rfnd the outer door was opening. 

“ There’s no time to spare, Tom,” said Maggie, as 
soon as Bob had left the room. I must tell you at 
once what 1 came about, else I shall be hindering 
you from taking your dinner.” 

Tom stood with his back against the chimney- 
piece, and Maggie was seated opposite the light. 
He noticed that she was tremulous, and he had a 
presentiment of the subject she was going to speak 
about. The presentment made his voice colder and 
harder as he said, “ What is it?” . 

This tone roused a spiiit of resistance in Maggie, 
and she put her request in quite a different form 
from the one she had predetermined on. She rose 
fix>m her s§at, and, looking straight at Tom, said — 
*‘I want you to absolve me from my promise 
about Philip Wakem. Or rather, I promised yon 
not to se? him without telling you. I am come to 
tell you that I wish to see him.” 

Very well,” eaid Tom, still more coldly. 
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But Maggie had hardly finished speaking in that 
chill, defiant manner, before she repented, and felt 
the dread of alienation from her brother. 

“ Not for myself, d^ar Tom, Don\ be angry. 1 
» shouldn't have asked it, only that Philip, you know, 
is a fn^d of Lucy's, and she wishes him ^o come — 
has inwod him to come this evening; and I told her 
I couldn't see him without telling you. I shall only 
see him in the presence of other people. There will 
never be anything secret between us again." 

Tom looked away from* Maggie, knitting his 
brow more strongly for a little while. Then he 
turned to her and said, slowly and emphatically — 
You know what is my feeling on that subject, 
Maggie. There is no need for my repeating any- 
thing I said a year ago. While my father was 
living, I felt bound to use the utmost power over 
you, to prevent you from disgracing him as well as 
yourself, and all of us. But now I must leave you 
to your own choice. You wish to be independent— 
you told me so after my father's death. My opinion 
is not changed. If you think of Philip Wakeip as a # 
lover again, you must give up me." 

“I don't wish it, dear Tom — at least as things 
are : I see that it would lead*to misery. But I shall 
soon go aw'ay to another situation, and T should like 
to be friends with him again while I am h^re. Lucy 
wishes it." 

The severity of Tom’s face relaxed a little. 

“ I shouldn’t mind your seeing him o^asionally 
at my uncle's — I don’t want you to make a fuss on 
the subject But I have joopfidence in you, 
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Maggie. You would be led away to do any- 
thing.” 

That was a cruel word. Maggie^s lip began to 
tremble, 

“ Why will you say that, Tom ? It is very hard 
of you. Have I not done and borne everything as 
well as I could. And I have kept my wor*o you 
— when — when .... My life has not been a happy 
• one, any more than youys.” 

She was obliged to be childish — the tears would 
come. W^hen Maggie jvaa not angry, she was as 
dependent on kind or cold words as a daisy on the 
sunshine or the cloud : the need of being loved 
would always subdue her, as, in old days, it sub- 
dued her ill the worm-eaten attic. The brother's 
goodnpss came uppermost at this appeal, but it 
could only show itself in Tom's fashion. He put 
his hand gently on her arm, and said, in the tone of 
a kind pedagogue — 

“Now listen to me, Maggie. I’ll tell you what 
I mean. You’re always in extremes — you have no 
judgment and self-command ; and yet you think 
you know best, and will not submit to be guided. 
Y^u know I didn't wash you to take a situation. My 
adnt Pullet was willing to give you a good* home, 
and you might have lived respectably amongst yoiy: 
relations, until I could have provided a home for 
you with my mothen And that is what I should 
like to do. I wished my^sister to be a lady, and I 
would alwtys have taken care of you, as my father 
dejsired, until you were well married. But your 
ideas and mine never accord, and you will not give 
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way. Tet you might hare seii^e enough to see that a 
brother, who. goes out into the world and mixes with 
men, neoessaiily knows better what is right and re-, 
spectable for his sister than she can know herself. 
You think I am not kind ; but my kindness can only 
be directed by what I believe to be good for you.” 

“ Ygs-t-I know — dear Tom,” said Maggie, still 
lialf- subbing, but trying to control her tears. “ I 
know you would do a great deal for me : I know 
how you work, and don’t spare yourself. I am 
grateful to you. But, indeed, you can t quite judge 
for me — our natures are very different. You don’t 
know how differently things affect me from what 
they do you.” 

“ Yes, I do know : I know it too well. I know 
how differently you must feel about all that affects 
our fiimily, and your own dignity as a young woman, 
before you could think of receiving secret addresses 
from Philip Wakem. If it was not disgusting to 
me in every otlier way, I should object to my sister’s 
name being associated for a moment with that of a 
young man whose father must hate the very thought^ 
of us all, and would spurn yon. With any one but 
you, I should think it quite certain tliat what you 
witnessed just before my fa^lier’s death, would secure 
you from ever thinking again of Philip Wakem as a 
lover. But I don’t feel certain of it with you — I 
never feel certain about anything with yow. At 
one time you take pleasure in a sort of perverse self- 
denial, and at another you have pot resolution to re* 
sist a thing that you know to be wrong.” 

There was a terrible cutting trqth in Tom s wor^s 
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hard rind of truth which is discerned by un« 
imaginative! unsympathetic minds. Maggie always 
writhed under this judgment of Tom’s : she rebelled 
and was humiliated in the same moment : it seemed 
as if he held a glass before her tb show her her own 
folly and weakness — as if he were a prophetic voice 
predicting her fixture fallings — and yet, all the whilei, 
she judged him in return : she said inwardly that he 
was narrow and unjust, that he was below feeling 
those mental needs which were often the source of 
the wrong-doing or absurdity that made her life a 
planless riddle to him. 

She did not answer directly : her heart was too 
full, and she sat down, leaning her arm on the table. 
It was no use trying to make Tom feel that she was 
near tQ*him. He always repelled her. Her feeling 
under his words was complicated by the allusion to 
the last scene between her father and Wakera ; and 
at length that painful, solomn memory surmounted 
the immediate grievance. No I She did not think 
of such things with frivolous indifference, and Tom 
must not accuse her of that. She looked up at him 
with a grave, earnest gaze, and said — 

^ I can*t make you think better of me, Tom, by 
anything I can say. But I am not so shut out from 
all your feelings as you believe me to be. I see as 
well as you do, that from our position with regard to 
Philip's father — ^not oi^ other grounds — ^it would be 
unreasonable — ^it would be wiong for us to entertain 
the idea of marriage ; and I have given up thinking 

of him as a lover I am telling you the truth, 

and you have no right to disbelieve me : I have 

VOL. n. H 
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kept my yrord to you, and you have never detected 
me in a faleeliood. I should not only not encourage, 
I should carefully avoid any intercourse with Philip 
on any other footing than that of quiet friendship. 
You may tlaink tba^I am unable to keep my resolu- 
tions ; but at least you ought not to treat me with 
haid contempt on tlie ground of faults that I have 
not committed yet/’ 

“ Well, Maggie,’’ said Tom, softening under this" 
appeal, “I don’t want to oversi|rain matters. I 
think, all things considered^^ it will be best for you 
to see Philip Wakera, if Lucy wishes him to come 
to the house. 1 believe wliat you say — at least you 
believe it yourself, I know : I can only warn you. 
I jvish to be as good a bi other to you as you will 
let me.” ^ 

There was a little tremor in Tom’s voice as he 
uttered the last words, and Maggie’s ready affection 
icame back with as sudden a^glow as when they 
were children, and bit tlieir cake together as a saoiV 
meut of conciliation. She rose and laid her hand 
on Tom’s shoulder. 

“Dear Tom, I know you mean to be good* 1 
know you have had a gieat deal to bear, and have 
done a great deal. I should like to be a comlfmi: to 
you — not to vex you. You don’t flaink Pm alto- 
gether naughty, now, do you?” 

Tom smiled at the eager face : his smiles were 
very pleasant to see when they- did come, tot the 
grey eyes could be tender underneath the frown. 

“ No, Maggie.” 

“ I may turn out better than you exp^t.” 
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I tope you will” 

‘‘And may I oome some day and make tea for 
you, and see ttis extremely small wife of BoVs 
again ?" 

'' Yes ; but trot away now, for IVe no more time 
to spare,” said Tom, looking at Lis watch. 

“ Not to give me a kiss ?” 

Tom bent to kiss her cheek, and then said — 

“ There I Be a good girl. IVe got a great deal 
to think of to-dtty. I*m going to have a long con- 
sultation with my unde Deane this afternoon.” * 
“You’ll come to aunt Glegg’s to-morrow? We’re 
going all to dine early, that we may go there to tea. 
You mu8t come : Lucy told me to say so.” 

“ 0 pooh I I’ve plenty else to do,” said Tom, 
pulling his bell violently, and bringing down the 
small bell-rope. • 

“ I’m frightened — I shall run away,” said Magpie, 
making a laughing, retreat ; while Tom, with mtui- 
culiue philosophy, flung tho bell-ropo tp the farther 
end of the room — not very far either : a toucdi of 
human expeiience which I flatter myself will come 
home to the bosoms of not a few substantial or dis- 
tingpished men who were once at an early stage' of 
their rise in tho world, and were cherishing very 
large hopes in very small lodgings. 



CHAPTER V. 

BHOWINQ THAT TOU HAD OPEMEIll’'^THH QX^'^BE. 

^^And now woVe settled this Newcastle business, 
Tom,’* said Mr Deane, tliat same afternoon, as they 
were seated in tlio private room at the Bank to- 
gether, 'there’s another matter I want to talk to 
you about. Since you’re likely .to h^ve rather a 
smoky, unpleasant time of it at Newcastle for the 
next few weeks, youll want a good prospect of 
some sort to keep up your spirits.” 

Tom waited less nervously than he had done on a 
former occasion in this apartment, while his uncle 
took out his snuff-box and gratified each nostril 
with deliberate impartiality. 

“You see, Tom,’' said Mr Deane, at last, throw- 
ing himself backward, “ the world goes on at a 
smarter pace now than it did when I was a young 
fellow- Why, sir, forty years ago, when I was 
much such a strapping youngster as you, a 
expected to pull between the sl^ts the |)est |>art of 
his life, before he got the whip in hi? lifnd* The 
loo|ps went slowish, and fashions didn'l alter qidte 
so &st:,r4 a best suit lhat lasted me eix yeacs. 
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Everything was on a lower scale, sir — in point of 
expenditure, I mean« It’s this steam, you see, that 
has made the difference : it drives on every wheel 
double pace, and the wheel of fortune along with 
^em, as our ]||fr Stephen Guest said at the anniver- 
sary dinner (he hits these things off wonderfully, 
considering he’s seen nothing of business). I don't 
find fault with the change, as some people do. 
Trade, sir, opens a man’s eyes ; and if the popida- 
tion is to get thfbker upon the ground, as it’s doing, 
the worli must use its wits at inventions of one sort 
or other. I know I've done my share as an ordinary 
man of business. Somebody has said it’s a fine 
thing to make two ears of corn grow where only one 
grew before ; but, sir, it’s a fine thing, too, to fur- 
ther the exchange of commodities, and bring the 
grains of.com to the mouths that are hungry. And 
that’s our line of business ; and I consider it as 
honourable a position as a man can hold, to be 
connected with it.” 

Tom knew that the affair his uncle had to speak 
of not urgent ; Mr Deane was too shrewd and 
practical a man to allow either his reminiscences or 
his snuff to impede the progress of trade. Indeed, 
for the last month or two, there had been bints 
thrown out to Tom which enabled him to guess that 
he was going to hear some proposition for his own 
benefit. With the beginning of the last speech he 
had stretched out hie legs, thrust his hands in his 
pockets, and prepared himself for some introductory, 
diffuseness, tending to show that Mr Deane had sac* 
ceeded by his own merits and that what he had to 
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Bay to young men in general was, that if they didn’t 
succeed too, it was because of their own demerit He 
was rather surprised, then, when his uncle put a 
direct question to him. 

“Let me see — it’s going on for seven years fiow 
since you applied to me for a situation — eh, Tom ? ” 

“ Yes, sir ; I’m three-and-twenty now,” said Tom. 

“Ah — it’s as well not to say that, though; for 
you’d pass for a good deal older, and age tells well 
in business. I remember your coming very well : 
I remember I saw there was some pluck in you, and 
that was what made me givp you encouragement 
And I’m happy to say, I was right — I’m not often 
deceived. I was naturally a little shy at pushing 
my nephew, but I’m. happy to^ say you’ve done me 
credit, sir; and if I’d had a son o’ my own, lushduldn’t 
have been soiTy to see him like you.” 

Mr Deane tapped his box and opened it again, 
repeating in a tone of some feeling — “ No, I shouldn't 
have been sorry to see him like you.” 

“ I’m \ery glad I’ve given you satisfaction, sir ; 
I’ve done my best,” said Toln, in his proud, inde* 
pendent way. 

“ Yes, Tom, you’ve given me satisfaction. I don't 
speak of your conduct as a son ; though that weighi 
with me in my opinion of you. But what I have to 
do with, as a partner in our firm, is the qualitaea 
]^ou’v6 shown as a man o’ business. Ours is a 
business^a splendid concern, sir — ^and &e:re’a no 
reason why it shouldn’t go on growing • ihere^H a 
growing capital, and growing outlets for it; but 
there’s another thing that's wanted for the prol^ierity 
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of elf&ry concemy^large or small, and that’s men to 
oonduot it— ^men of tho right habits ; none o’ your 
flashy fellows, but snch as are to be depended on. 
Now this is what Mr Guest and I see clear enough. 
Three years agof we took Gell into the concern : 
we gave him a share in the oil-mill. And why ? 
Why, because Gell was a fellow whose services were 
worth a premium. Sp it will always be, sir. So it 
was with me. And though Gell is pretty near ten 
years older than you, there are other points in your 
favour.” ^ 

Tom was getting a little nervous as Mr Deane went 
on speaking : he was conscious of something he had 
in his mind to say, which might not be agreeable to 
his uncle, simply because it was a new suggestion 
rather** tl^n an acceptance of the proposition he 
foresaw. . 

** It stands to reason,” Mr Deane went on, whe)!- 
he had finished hia new pinch, “ that your being my 
nephew weighs in your favour ; but I don’t deny that 
if you’d been no relation of mine at all, your conduct 
in that afiair of Pelley’s bank would have Aed Mr 
Guest and myself to. make some acknowledgment of 
service you’ve been to us ; and,^ backed by your 
general conduct and business ability, it has made us 
determine on giving you a share in the business — a 
share which w^ shall be glad to increase as the years 
go on* We think that’ll be better, on all grounds, 
msing your salary. It’ll give you more im- 
poitanoe, an^ prepare you better for taking some of 
the anxiety off my shoulders by-and-by. I’m equal 
a good deal work at present, thank God; but 



TBX lf!l£^ m TBA 


Tm getting older — ^fhero’s no denying that, I told 
MrOuest I would open the subjeot to you ; and when 
ypu coma back from this northern business, we oan 
go into particulars. This is a great stride for a young 
fellow of three -and -twenty, but Ihn bound to say, 
you’ve deseived it ” 

^^I’m very grateful to Mr Guest and you, sir; of 
course, I feel the most indebted to you, who first took 
me into the business, and have taken a good deal of 
pains with me since.” 

TotaOL spoke with a slight tremor, c0nd paused after 
he had said this 

“ Yes, yes,” said Mr Deane. “ I don’t spare pains 
when I see they’ll be of any use. I gave myself 
some trouble with Gell — else he wouldn’t have been 
what he is.” 

But there^s one thing I should like to mention 
to you, uncle. I’ve never spoken to you of it before. 
If you remember, at the time my father’s pioperty 
was sold, there was some thought of your firm 
buying th® Mill : I know you thought it would be 
a very good investment, especially if steam were 
applied.” 

“ To be suie, to be sure. But Wakem outbid us 
—he’d made up his mind to that. He’s rather fond 
of carrying eveiything over other people’s heads.” 

^‘Perhaps it’s of no nse my mentioning it at 
present,” Tom went on, “ but I wish you to know 
wWt I have in m^ mind about the Mill. I’ve a 
strong feeling about it It was my fether’s dying 
wish that 1 should tiy and get it back again when* 
ever I could ; it was in \i8 family for five ge&^a* 
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tiona. I promised my failier ; and besides that, Tm 
attached to the place. I shall never like any other 
BO well. And if it should ever suit your views to 
buy it for the firm, I should have a better chance of 
fulfilling my father^s wish. I shouldn’t have liked 
to mention the thing to you, only you\e been kind 
enough to say my services have been of some value. 
And I’d give up a much greater chance ii\ life for 
the sake of having the Mill again — I mean, having 
it in my own hands, and gradually working off the 
price.” • 

Mr Deane had listened attentively, and now looked 
thoughtful. 

I see, I see,” he said, after a while ; the thing 
would be possible, if there were any chance of 
Wakem’s paiting with the property. But that I 
don't see. He’s put that young Jetsome in the 
place ; and he had his reasons when he bought it, 
I’ll be bound.” 

He's a loose fish, that young Jetsome,” said Tom. 

He’s taking to drinking, and they say hejs letting 
the business go down. Luke told me about it-^ 
our old miller. He says, he shan't stay" unless 
there’s an alteratioa I was thinking, if things 
went on in that way, Wakem might be more willing 
to part with the Mill. Luke says he’s getting very 
Bour about the way things are going on.” 

^ Well, ril turn it over, Tom. I must inquire into 
the matter, and go into it with Br Guest. But, you 
seOi it’s rather striking out a new branch, and putting 
you to that, instead of keeping you where you are, 
which was what we’d wanted.” 
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I Bhonld be able to manage more than the milt 
wlien things were once set properly going, sir. * I 
want to have plenty of work. There's nothing else 
I care about much.” 

There was something rather sad in that speech 
from a young man of three -and -twenty, even in 
uncle Deane’s business-loving ears. 

“ Pooh, pooh I you'll be having a wife to care 
about one of these days, if you get on at this pace 
in the world. But as to this Mill, we mustn’t reckon 
on our chickens too early. However, I promise you 
to bear it in mind, and when you come back we’ll 
talk of it again. I am going to dinner now. Come 
and breakfast with us to-morrow morning, and say 
good-by to your mother and sister before you start.” 



CHAPTER VI. 

ILLUSTRATING THE LAWS OP ATTRACTION, 

It is evident to you now, that Maggie had arrived 
at a moment in her life which must be considered 
by all prudent persons as a great opportunity for 
a young woman. Launched into the higher society 
of St Ogg’s, with a striking person, which hhd the 
advantage of being quite unfamiliar to the majority 
of bfdiolders, and with such moderate assistance of 
costume as you have seen foreshadowed in LueyV 
anxious colloquy with aunt Pullet, Maggie was cer- 
tainly at a new starting-point in life. At Lucy’s 
first evening-party, young Torry fatigued his facial 
muscles more' than usual in order that the dark- 
led girl tHere, in the corner,” might soe him in all 
the additional style conferred by his eye-glass ; and 
several young ladies went home intending to have 
short sleeves with black lace, and to plait their 
hair in a broad coronet at the back of tbeir head — 
That cousin of Miss Deane’s looked so very well.” 
In fistet^ poor Maggie, with all her inward conscioua- 
ness of a painful past and her presentiment of a 
gus future, was on the way to become an object 
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of some enry — a topic of disimsBicm in tbe 
ej^blished billiard -room^ and between fair friends 
wbo had no secrets from each other on the subject of 
trimmings. The Miss Guests, who associated cliiefiy 
on terms of condescension with the families of St 
Ogg% and were the glass^f fashion there, took some 
exception to Maggie's manners. She had a way of 
not assenting at once to the observations current 
good society, and of saying that she didn't know whe- 
ther those observations were true or not, which gave 
her an air of gaucherie, and impeded tbe even flow of 
conversation ; but it is a fact capable of an amiable 
interpretation, that ladies are not the worse disposed 
towards a new acquaintance of thoirnwn sex because 
she has points of inferioiity. And Maggie was. so 
entirely without those pretty airs of coquetry* which 
have the traditional reputation of driving gentlemen 
to despair, that she won some feminii^e pity for being 
BO ineflbctive' in spite of her beauty. She had not 
had many advantages, poor thing I and it must be 
admitted there was no pretension about her: her 
abrupfnesB and unevenness of manner j^ere plainly 
the result of her secltided and lowly circumstances. 
It was only a wonder that there was no tinge of vul- 
garity about her, considering what the rest of poOT 
Lucy’s relations were : an allusion which always m^de 
the Miss Guests shudder a lit^e. It was not agree- 
able to think of any connection by marriage wil^r 
such people as the Gleggs and the Pullets ; bnt it 
was of no use to contradict Stephen, when once he 
had set his mind on anything, and certainly th^ 
was no possible objectiqp to Lucy in herself-s^p one 
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eould belp liking het. She would naturally desire 
that the Miss Guests should behave kindly to this 
oousin of whom she was so fond^ and Stephen would 
make a great fuss if they were deficient in civility. 
Under these circumstances the invitations to Park 
House were not wanting ; and elsewhere, also, Miss 
Deane was too popular and too distinguished a mem- 
^her of society in St Ogg*s for any attention towards 
her to be neglected. ^ 

Thus Maggie was introduced for the first time to 
the young lady’s life, ahd knew what it was to get 
up in the morning without any imperative reason for 
doing one thing more than another. Tliis new sense 
of leisure and unchecked enjoyment amidst the soft- 
Imathing airs and garden-scents of advancing spiing 
—amidst the new aubndanoe of music, lingering 
strolls in the sm^shine, and delicious dreaminess of 
gliding on the riFter — could hardly be without sdme 
intoxicating effect on her, after her years of privation; 
and. even in the first week Maggie began to be less 
haunted by her sad memories and anticipations. Life 
was oertainlj^ery pleasant just now : it was becom- 
ing very pleasant to dress in thq evening, and to feel 
thkt s^e was one of the beautiful things of this spring- 
time. And there were admiring eyes always 
ing her now; she was no longer an unheeded person, 
liable to be chid, from wlmm attention was continually 
claimed, atid on whom no one felt bound to confer 
It was pleasant, too, w:hen Stephen and Lucy 
were gone out riding, to sit down at the piano alone, 
and' find that the old fitness between her finger^ and 
the kejw remained, and reviaed, like a sympathetio 
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not to be worn ont by separatio]it#-4o got tlj^ 
tunoB she had heard the evening before, and repeOt 
them again and again until she had found out u Way 
of producing them so as to make them a more preg-, 
nant, passionate language to her. The mete oonooid 
of octaves was a delight to Maggie, and she would 
often take up a book of studies rather than any me- 
lody, that she might taste more keenly by abstraotion 
the more primitive sensation of intervals. Not that 
her enjoyment of music w^as of the kind that indicates 
a great specific talent; it was rather that her sensibir 
lity to the supreme excitement of music was only one 
form of that passionate sensibility which belonged to 
her whole nature, and made her faults ^nd virtues all 
merge in each other — ^made her affections sometimes 
an impatient demand, but also {U'e vented her vanity . 
from taking the form of mere feminine coquetry and 
device, and gave it the poetry of ambition. But you 
have known Maggie a long while, and need to be 
told, not her characteristics, but her history, which is 
a thiug hardly to be predicted even^^om the com«- 
pletest knowledge of characteristios. IJor the tra- 
gedy of our lives is not created entirely from within* 
Character,” says Novalis, in on© of his questionable 
aphmsms — “ character is destiny.” But not the 
whole of our destiny. Hamlet, Brinoe of Denmark, 
was speculative and irresolute, and we have a great 
tragedy in consequence. But if his father had li^ 
to a good old age, and his unole had died au iui^y^ 
deaih^;.^W6 can conceive Hamlet^s having mfuri^d 
Opbpal and got tlnrough life vrith a 
aamty, notwithstanding mimy BohIcKitde8,ap4^^'^^j^ 
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moodj sftircasmtt towards the fair daughter of Polo* 
jiias, to say nothing of the frankest incivility to his 
father-in-law. 

Maggie’s destiny, then, is at present hidden, and 
we must wait for it to reveal itself like the course of 
an unmapped river : we only kx^w that the river is 
full and rapid,* and that for all rivers there is the 
same final home. Under the charm of her new 
pleasures, M^j^gie herself was ceasing to think, with 
her eager prefiguring imagination, of her future lot ; 
and her anxiety about her first interview with Philip 
was losing its predominance : perhaps, unconsciously 
to herself, she was not sorry that the interview had 
been deferred. 

For Philip had not come the evening he was ex- 
pectedf and Mr Stephen Quest brought word that he 
was gone to the coast — probably, he thought, mn a 
sketching expedition ; but it was not certain when 
he would return. It was just like Philip— *to go ofi 
in that way without telling any one. It was not 
until the twofeh day that he retunied, to find both 
Lucy’s notes awaiting him : he had left before he 
knew of Haggle’s arrival. • 

JE’erhaps one had need be nineteen again to 'be 
quite convinced of the feelings that were crowded 
for Maggie into those twelve days — of the length to 
which they were stretched for her by the novelty o( 
experience in them, and the varying attitudes oi 
her rnind^ The early days of an acquaintance almosi 
always have this importance for us, and fill up s 
: larger space in our memory than longer subsequent 
periods^ which have been less filled with discovery 
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m 4 mw impr6«dion». Thete wem noitmmy 
in ilicme ten deye in which Mr Stephcm <GNtest^#M 
not seated by Lucy’s edde, or siandin^ netdr W 
the piano, or accompanying her on scnne oatnloor 
exoursion : his attentions were clearly 1 >eoonii 9 a||, 
more assiduous ; and that was what every one hw 
expected. Lucy was very happy : all thO happitr 
because Stepheu’s society seemed to have become 
much more interesting and amusing since Maggie 
had been there. Playful discussions — sometimes 
serious ones — were going forward, in which both 
Stephen and Maggie revealed themselves^ to ifthe 
admiration of the gentle unobtrusive Lucy; 
more than once crossed lier mind what a oharmhlg 
quartet they should have through life when Ms |^0 
married Philip. Is it an inexplicable ibing'thai^ 
girl should enjoy her lover s society the more lor 
the presence of a third person, and be Without tho 
slightest spasm of jealousy that the third person hud 
the conversation habitually directed to her? Kot 
when that girl is as tranquil -hearted as 
thoroughly possessed with a belief that jhe. hnoW* 
the state of her companions' affection^ and 
prone to the feelings which shake suck a heUol 
to the absence of positive evidence against 
Besides, it was Lucy by whom Stephen sak 
whom he gave his arm, to whom he appealed mi 
the person sure to agree with him ; and evedey 
there was the same tend^ politeness towardi 
the same consciousness of her wants and.<9a|i^j||l^ 
supply {hem. Was'tibere really the 
seemed to Imcy that there was wmj #4 
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the ml dgoifloftiioe of lihe ohango 
her. It was a subtte act of consoienoe in 
Stephen that even he himself was not aware of. 
His personal attentions to Maggie were oompara- 
tlre^ slight, and there had even sprung up an 
ai^^nent distance between them^, that prevented 
the renewal of that faint reseinblanoe to gallantry 
which he bad fallen the first day in the boat 
If Stephen came in when Lnoy was out of the room 
— ^if Lucy left them together, they never spoke to 
each other : Stephen, peAaps, seemed to be examin- 
ing books or music, and Maggie bent her bead 
asSidbously over her work. Each was oppressively 
oonscious of the other's presence, even to the finger- 
ends. Tet each looked and longed for the same 
thing ta happen the next day. Neither of them 
had begun to reflect on the matter, or silently to 
ask, what does all this tend?’’ Maggie onfy 
felt that life was revealing something quite new to 
her I and she was absorbed in the direct, immediate 
eiq^i^ence, without any energy loft for taking ao- 
oolsiii of it, and reasoning about it. Stephen wilfully 
abstained fssm self-questioning, and would not admit 
to tumself that he felt an influence which was to 
hate any determining effect on his conduct. And 
whm Lucy came into the room again, they were 
qnnoa more unconstrained : Maggie could contradict 
StlS^en imd laugh at him, and he could recommend 
to he^ aonsideratimi the example of that most charm- 
Miss Sophia Westem, who had a great 
for file understandings of men«^ Maggie 
IsViM look at StephetH-whieh, ^ some reasmi or 

f0U It 0 
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cither, she always aroided when they alcmei 
and he could even ask her to play his aocompani^ * 
ment for him, since Lucy’s fingers were so huSy 
with that bazaar-work ; and lecture her on hurry- 
ing the tempo, which was certainly Maggie’s 
point 

One day — it was the day of Philip’s return— Lucy 
hod formed a sudden engagement to spend the even- 
ing with Mrs Eenn, whoso delicate state of health, 
threatening to become confirmed illness through an 
attack of bronchitis, obligefl her to resign her func- 
tions at the coming bazaar into the bands of other 
ladies, of whom she wished Lucy to* be one. The 
engagement had been formed in Stephen’s presence, 
and he had heard Lucy promise to rise early aud 
call at six o’clock for Miss Torry, who brot^ght JUre 
Eenn’s request 

‘‘Here is another of the moral results of this 
idiotic bazaar,” Stephen burst forth, as soon as Miss 
Torry had left the room — ‘‘taking young ladies from 
the duties of the domestic hearth into soenOs of d|St 
sipation among um-rugs and embroidered retioulesl 
1 should like to know what is the proper function of 
women, if it is not to make reasons for husbands to 
stay at home, and still stronger reasons for ba^elo^ 
to go otit. If this goes on much longer, the bonds 
of society will be dissolved/' 

“ Well, it will not go on much lohger^” s«^ 
laughing, “ for the bazaar is to take place on Mbik- 
dayweek.” 

“ Thank heaven ! " said Stephen,. Konn Umself 
eaid the other day, that he didn^t[ like this plan of 



TBS uat ON THE EL08B. 2U 

making yanity do tibie work of charity ; but jnat as 
the. Britifih public is not reasonable enough to bear 
direct taxation, so St Ogg"s has not got force of 
motive enough to build and endow schools without 
calling in the force of folly ” 

“ Did he say so ? ** said little Lucy, her liazel eyes 
opening wide with anxiety. I never beard him 
say anything of that kind : 1 thought he approved 
of what we were doing.** 

“ Tin sure he approves you/* said Stephen, smiling 
at ber*affoctionately ; “V^ur conduct in going out 
to-night looks vicious, I own, but I know there is 
benevolence at the bottom of it.** 

** 0, you think too well of me,’* said Lucy, shaking 
her^head, with a pretty blush, and there the subject 
finded. :Bnt it was tacitly understood that Stephen 
would not come in the evening, and on the strength 
of that taoit understanding he made his morning 
visit the longer, not saying good-by until after four. 

Maggie was seated in the drawing»room alone, 
idiortly after dinner, with Minny on her lap, hav- 
ing left her unole to his wine and his nap, tind 
her^ mother to the compromise between knitting 
and nodding, which, when there was no company, 
ahe always earned on in the dining-room till tea- 
time. Maggie was stooping to caress the tiny 
silken pet, and comforting him fes: his mistresses 
absence, when the sound of a footstep on the gravel 
made her look up, and she saw Mr Stephen Guest 
walking up the garden, as if he had *como sti^ght 
firom''&6 river. It was very quusual to see him so 
soon dinnert He often complained that their 
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dinner-hour was late at Park House- NeverihelssSi, 
there he was, in his black dress : he had evidently 
been home, and must have come again by the river. 
Maggie felt her cheeks glowing and her heart beat- 
ing : it was natural she should be nervous, for she 
was not ^cusiomed to receive visitors alone. He 
had soon her look up through the open window, and 
raised his hat as he walked towards it, to enter tlia^ 
way instead of by the door. He blushed too, and 
certainly looked as foolish as a young man of some 
wit and self-possession can be expected to look, as 
be w'alked in with a roll of music in his hand, and 
said, with an air of hesitating improvftation — 

You are surprised to see me again, Miss Tulli- 
ver — I ought to apologise for coming upon yott by 
surprise, but I wanted to come into the town, and 
I got our man to row me ; so I thought I would 
bring these things from the * Maid of Artois ’ for 
your cousin: I forgot them this morning. Will 
you give them to her ? 

“ Yes/^ said Maggie, who had risen oonfdsedly 
with Minny in her arms, and no\^, not quite know» 
* ing what else^to do, sat down again. 

Stephen laid down his hat, with the music, which 
rolled on tlie floor, and sat down in the chair close 
by her. He had never done so before, and both he 
and Maggie were quite aware that it was an endndy 
new position. 

^^Well, you pampered minion t” said Ste{)hei»^ 
leaning to pull the long curly ears that dkK>ped over 
Maggie’s arm. It was not a ffuggestive remeri^ mid 
as the speaker did not follow it up by forther devet- 
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opteent, it naturally left the oonyersation at a stand* 
atm It Beemed to Stephen like some action in a 
dream, that he was obliged to do, and wonder at 
himself all the while— to go on stroking Minny's 
head. Yet it was very pleasant : he o|^v wished 
he dared look at Maggie, and that she *uld look 
at him — let him liave one long look into those deep 
strange eyes of hers, and then he would bo satisfied, 
and quite reasonable after that. He thought it was 
becoming a sort of monomania with him, to want 
that long look from Maggie ; and he was racking 
his invention continually to find out some means by 
which he could have it without its appearing singu- 
lar and entailing subsequent embarrassment. As 
for Maggie, she had no distinct thought — only the 
sense of :a presence like that of a closely-hovering 
broad*winged bird in the darkness, for she was un- 
able to look up, and saw nothing but Minny s blaok 
wavy coat 

But this must end some time — perhaps it ended 
very soon, and only seemed long, as a minute^s dream 
does. Stephen alt last sat upright sideways in his 
chair, leaning one hand and arm over the back Und 
looking at Maggie. What should he say ? 

We shall have a splendid sunset, I think ; shan’t 
you go out and see it ? ” 

I don’t know,” said Maggie. Tlmn, oonragcously 
raising her eyes and looking out of the window, “ If 
I’m not playing cribbage with my uncle.” 

A pause : during which Minny is stroked again, 
but ^ suflScient insight not to be grateful for it — 
to growl rather* 
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“ Do yon like sitting alone ? ” 

A rather arch look came over Maggie^s face^ 
just glancing at Stephen, she said, “Would it be 
quite civil to say ‘ yes ' ? 

“ It wij^ rather a dangerous question for an in* 
truder to ask/’ said Stephen, delighted with that 
glance, and getting determined to stay for another. 
“But you will have more than half an hour to yoxufc- 
self after I am gone/^ ho added, taking out his watch. 
“I know Mr Deane never comes in till half-past 
seven.** 

Another pause, during which Maggie looked 
steadily out of the window, till by a great effort 
she moved her head to look down al Minny’s back 
again, and said — 

“ I wish Lucy had not been obliged to go out. 
We lose our music.” 

“ We shall have a new voice to-morrow night,” 
said Stephen, “Will you tell your cousinr that our 
friend Philip Wakem is come back? I saw him as 
I went home.” 

Maggig gave a little start— it seemed hardly more 
than a vibration tliat passed from head to foot in an 
instant. But tlie new images summoned by Philipps 
name, dispersed half the oppressive spell she had 
been under. She rose from her chair with a suddeu 
resolution, and, layiiig Minfxy on his cuiibion, went 
to reach Lucy’s large work-basket from its comer; 
Stephen was veTxed and disappointed : he thought, 
perhaps Maggie didn^t like the name of Wakem to be 
mentioned to her in that abrupt way — for he now re- 
called what Lucy had told him of the family quarrel. 
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It was of no use to stay any longer. Maggie was 
seating herself at the table with her work, and 
looking chill and proud : and he — he looked like a 
simpleton for having conie. A gratuitous, entirely 
superfluous visit of that sort was sure to make a man 
disagreeable and ridiculous. Of cours#it was pal- 
pable to Maggie’s thinking, that he had dined llhstily 
*in his own room for the sake of setting off again and 
finding her alone. 

A boyish state of mind for an accomplished young 
gentleman of five - anfl - twenty, not without legal 
knowledge I But a reference to hif^tory, perhaps, 
may make it not incredible. 

At this moment Maggie’s ball of knitting -wool 
rplled alon|; the ground, and she started up to reach 
it Stephen rose too, and, picking up the ball, met 
•her with a vexed complaining look that gave liis 
eyes quite a new expression to Maggie, whoso own 
eyes met them as he presented the ball to her. 

Good-by,” said Stephen, in a tone that had the 
saxno beseeching discontent as his eyes. He dared 
not put out his hand — ^he thrust both hands into his 
tail-pookets as he spoke. Maggie thought she had 
p^haps been rude. 

Won't you stay?” she said timidly, not looking 
away, for that would have seemed rude again. 

No, thank you,” gaid Stephen, looking still into 
the half-unwilling, half-fascinated eyes, as a thirsty 
man looks towards the track of the distatit brook. 
/^The boat is waiting for me, .... You’ll tell 
your oousin?" 
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“ That I brought tho music, I meau.’^ 

“ Yes ” 

“ And that Philip is come back.” 

“ Yes.” (Maggie did not notice Philipps name 
this timo.) 

“ Won't you come out a little way into the gar- 
den ?•' said Stephen, in a still gentler tone, but the 
next moment he was vexed that she did not say, 

No,” for she moved away now towards .the open* 
window, and he was obliged to take his hat and 
walk by her side. But he thought of something to 
make him amends. 

“ Do take my arm,” he said, in a low tone, as if it 
were a secret. 

There is something strangely winning to most 
women in that offer of the firm arm ; the help is not 
wanted i)hysically at that moment, but the sense of^ 
help — the presence of strength that is outside them 
and yet theirs — meets a continual want of the imagin- 
ation. Either on that ground or some other, Maggie 
took the arm. * And they walked together round *the 
grass-plot and under the drooping green of the labur- 
nums, in tlie same dim dreamy state as they had been 
in a quarter of an hour before ; only that Stephen 
had had the look ho longed for, without yet perceiv- 
ing in himself tho symptoms of returning reasonable- 
ness, and Maggie bad darting thoughts across the 
dimness : — how came she to he there ?— why had 
she come out? Not a word was spoken. If it had 
been, each would have been less intensely conscious 
of the other. 

Take care of this step,” said Stephen^ at last 
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“ 0, 1 will go in now,^ said Maggie, feeling that 
the step had come like a rescue. Qood evening/’ 
In an instant she had withdrawn her arm, and was 
nmning back to the house. She did not reflect that 
this sudden action would only add to the embarrass- 
ing recollections of the last half-hour. She had no 
thought left for that. She only threw herself into 
the low armchair, and burst into tears. ^ 

“ 0 Philip, Philip, I wish we were together again 
— so quietly — in the Red Deeps.” 

Stephen looked aftA her a moment, then went on 
to the boat, and was soon landed at the wharf. He 
Spent the evening in the billiard-room, smoking one 
cigar after another, and losing lives ” at pool. But 
he would not leave off. He was determined not to 
think- 7 >not to admit any more distinct remembrance 
than was urged upon him by the perpetual presence 
of Maggie. He was looking at her, and she was on 
his arm,. 

But there came the necessity of walking home in 
the cool starlight, and with it th*e necessity of curs- 
ing his own folly, and bittedy determining that ho 
would never trust himself alone with Maggie again* 
It was all madness ; he w'as in love, thoroughly at- 
tached to Luoy, and engaged — engaged as strongly 
as an honourable man need be. Ho wished he had 
never seen this Maggie Tulliver, to be thrown into a 
fever by her in this way : she would make a sweet, 
strange, troublesome, adorable wife. to some man or 
other, but he would never have chosen her himself. 
Did she feel os he did ? He hoped she did — not. 
He ought not to have gone. He would master him- 
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gelf in f^nre. He would make himself dlsagteeahle 
to bei^— quarrel with her perhaps. Quarrel with her? 
Was it possible to quarrel with a creature who bad 
such eyes — defying and deprecating, oontradicting 
and clinging, imperious and beseeching — full of da- 
lioiouB opposites. To see such a creature subdued 
by love for one would be a lot worth having — to 
another man. 

Titere was a muttered exolamajion which ended 
this inward soliloquy, as Stephen threw away the 
end of his last gjci gar, and, tfirusting his hands into 
his pockets, stalked along at a quieter pace through 
the shrubbery. It was not of a benedictory kind. 



CHAPTER VIL 


PHILIF* EE-ENTERS. 

• 

The next morning was very wet : the sort of 
monuiig on which male neighbours who have no 
imperative occupation at home are likely to ■ p ly 
their fair friends an illimitable visit. The rain, 
which has been endurable enough for the walk or 
ride one way, is sure to become so heavy, and at 
the same time so certain to clear up by-and-by, that 
nothing but an open quarrel can abbreviate the visit; 
latent detestation will not do at all. And if people 
happen to be lovers, what can be so delightful, in 
England, as a rainy morning? English Buqshine is 
dubious ; bonnets are never quite secure ; and if you 
sit down on the grass, it may load to catarrhs. But 
the rain is to be depended on. You gallop through 
it in a mackintosh, and presently find yourself in the 
seat you like beat — a little above or a little below 
the one on which your goddess sits (it is the same 
thing to the metaphysical mind, and that is the reason 
why wommi are at once worshipped and looked down 
tqpon)) with a satis&otory confidence that there will 
be no lady-callera. 
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** Stephen will come earlier this mornings I know,” 
said Lucy ; “ he always does when it’s rainy.” 

Maggie made no answer. She wae angry with 
Stephen: she began to think she should dislike 
him ; and if it had not been for the rain, she would 
have gone to her aunt Glegg’s this morning, and ad 
hfve avoided him altogether. As it was, she must 
find some reason for remaining out of the room with 
hor mother. 

But Stephen did not come pearlier, and there was 
another visitor — ^ nearer rieiglibour — who preceded 
him. When Philip entered the room, he was going 
merely to bow to Maggie, feeling that their ac- 
quaintance was a secret which he was bound not to 
betray; but wlien she advanced towards him and 
put out her hand, he guessed at once tliat Lucy had 
been taken into her confidence. It was a moment 
of some agitation to both, though Philip had spent 
many hours in preparing for it ; but like all persons 
who have passed through life with little expectation 
of sympathy, he seldom lost his '"self-oontrol, ai^ 
shrank with the most sensitive pride from any 
noticeable betrayal of emotion. A liitfe extra pale- 
ness, a little tension of the nostril when he spoke, 
and the voice pitched in rather a higher key, that 
^ to strangers would seem expressive of coH indif- 
ference, were all the signs Philip usually gave of 
an inward drama that was not without its fierceness. 
But Maggie, who had little more power of oonceal- 
ing the impressions nlade upon hor than |f sW'linA 
been constructed of musioid strings, feft her eyes 
getting larger with tears as they took other's 
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hands in silence. They were not painful tears; 
they had ratlier something of the same origin as 
the tears women and children shed When they have 
found some protection to cling to, and look back on 
the threatened danger. For Philip, who a little while 
ago was associated continually in Maggie’s mind 
with the sense that Tom might reproach her witli 
some justice, liad now, in this short space, become 
a sort of outward conscience to licr, that she might 
fly to for rescue and strength. Her tranquil, tender 
affection for Philip, with its root ^eep down in her 
childhood, and its memories of long quiet talk con- 
firming by distinct successive impressions the first 
instinctive bias — the fact that in him the appeal 
was more strongly to her pity and womanly devot- 
ednesQ than to her vanity or other egoistic excita- 
bility of her nature, seemed now to make a sort 
of sacred place, a sanctuary where she could find 
refuge from an alluring influence which the best 
part of herself must resist, which must bring hor- 
rible tumult wifhfn, wretchedness without. This 
new sense of her relation to Philip multiplied the 
anxious scruples she would otherwise have fi&lt, lest 
ilbe abould overstep the limit of intercourse with 
him tliat Tom would sanction ; and she put out her 
band tQ him, and felt the tears in lier eyes without 
any consciousness of an inward check. The scene 
was just what Lucy expected, and her kind heart 
delighted in bringing Philip and Maggie together 
ligain; though, even with all'-Aer regard for Philip, 
she oonld net resist the impression that her cotunin 
Tom had, some excuse for feeling shocked at the 



m 


THIS HUiL ON THS F3L08a 


physical inoongniity between the two— a )^sai0 
person like oouein Tom, who didn’t like poetry and 
fairy tales. But sYie began to speak as soon as pos* 
sible, to set them at ease. 

** This .was voiy good and virtuous of you,” she 
said, in her pretty treble, like the low conversational 
notes of little birds, ‘‘ to come so soon after your 
arrival. And as it is, I think I will pardon you for 
running away in an inopportune manner, and giving 
your friends no notice. Come and sit down here,” 
she went on, placing the chai^ that would suit him 
best, *‘and you shall find yourself treated merci- 
fully.” 

“ Ton wilf never govern well, Miss Deane,” said 
Philip, as he seated himself, because no one will 
eyer believe in your severity. Peoj^e will riways 
encourage themselves in misdemeanours by the cer- 
tainty that you will be indulgent.” 

Lucy gave some playful contradiction, but Philip 
did not bear wliat it was, for he had ^naturally 
turn^ towards Maggie, and she was looking at 
him with that open, affectionate scrutiny, which we 
give to a friend from whom we have been long 
separated. What a moment their parting had been I 
And Philip felt as if he were only in th^ morrow 
of ifc He felt this so keenly— with s^ch intense, 
detailed remembrance — with such passionate revival 
of ill that had been said and looked in their last con- 
Tersation — ^ihat with that jealousy and disHhist whidi 
in diffldeqt natures is almost inevitaUjalinked with 
a strong iwiug, he thought he taad m Maggie's 
glaaoe aud maouer the evidence of a dhange., Ths 
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very fisot that he feared and half expected it, would 
be sure to make this ^thought rush in, in the ab- 
sence of positive proof to the contrary. 

^^1 am having a great holiday, am J not?*' said 
Maggie. ‘‘ Lucy is like a fairy godmother : she has 
turned mo from a drudge into a princess in no 
time. I do nothing but indulge myself all ^ay 
long, and she always finds out what I want before I 
know it myself.'* 

Fm sure she is the happier for having yon, 
then,” said Philip. ‘*You must be better than a 
whole menagerie of pets to her. And you look 
well: — ^you are benefiting by the change?* 

Artificial conversation of this sort went on a 
little while, till Luoy, determined to pbt an end ^ 
it, exolaimed/with a good imitation of annoyance, 
that she had forgotten something, and was quickly 
out of the room. 

In a moment Maggie and Philip leaned forwi6*d, 
and the hands were clasped again, with a look of 
sad contentment like that of friends who m^at in 
the memory of recent sdrrow. ^ 

I told my brother I wished to see you, Philip — 
I asked him to release me from my promise, and he 
ooasented." 

Maggie, ^ her impulsiveness, wanted Philip to 
hBOW at once the position they must hqld towards 
each Others but she checked herself. The tyags 
that had Ifappened since he bad spokeu of his love 
for her wer^^o painful that she shrank hom being 
the first to allude to them. It seemed%lmost Uke 
an hxyxtj towards Philip even to mention hec.biotiiot 
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~i)er brotller ^wbo had insulted him. But he wee 
thinkiug toe entirely of her to be Bensitiye on anjr 
other point et that moment 

*‘Then we can at least be friends, Maggie? There 
is nothing to hinder tliat now?” 

Will not your father object?*' eaid Maggie, with^ 
drawitig he I hand. 

“ I should not give you up on any ground but , 
your own wish, Maggie,*' said Philip, colouring. 

There are) points on which 1 should always resist 
my father, as I used to tell you That is one " 

“ Then there is notlimg to hinder oui boipg friends, 
Philip — seeing 4aoIi other and talking to each other 
while 1 am here : I shall soon go away again. I 
mean to go veiy soon — to a new situation/' 

** Is that inevitable, Mojggie?” 

Yes : I must not stay here long It would un« 
fit me for the life I must begin again at Iasi I 
can't live in dependence — I can't live with my 
brother — though he is very good to me. He would 
like to provide for me; but that would be intolerable 
to me.” 

Philip was silent a few moments, and then said, iu 
that high, feeble voice which with him indicated the 
resolute suppression of emotion : — 

Is there no other alternative, Maggie ? Is that 
Kfe, away from those who love you, the only cue 
you will allow yoursdf to look forward to ?” 

Yes, Philip/’ she said, looking at bSm plead- 
ii^gly^ as if she entreated biza to believe that die 
was compelled to this course. ^ At least, as ihiugs 
are ; I don’t know what may be in years to comotr 
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Bi»t I begin to think there ottn never come much 
happioeBa to me from loving : I have* always had eo 
pain mingled with it. I wish I could make 
mjeelf a world outside it, as men do.^* 

** Now, you are returning to your old thought in 
a new form, MaggioT— the thought I used to com- 
bat,’* said Philip, with a slight tinge of hitterness. 
** You wunt to find out q m<Kle of i enunciation that 
will be an escape from pain. I tell you again, there 
is no such escape possible except by juunerting or 
mutilating one’s nature. *\Vhat would hceomo of 
inc, if I tiied to eaoapo fiom pain? Scorn and 
cynicism would he luy only ojanni; unless I could 
fall into some kind of conceited rnaJmsB, aud fancy 
myself a favourite of Heaven because I am not a 
favourite with men/* 

The bitterness had taken on some impetuosity as 
Philip went on speaking: tlie vvoids vveie evidently 
an outlet h)r some immediate feeling of bis own, ni 
well as an answer to Maggie. Tin to was a pain* 
pressing on him at that moment, lie shiank v\ith 
pi'Oud delicacy from the faintest allusion to* the 
wor^B of love — of plighted love t|Jmt liad passed 
between tliem. It would have seemed to him like 
reminding Maggie of a promise ; it would have had 
for him something of the baseness of compulsion. 
He could not dwell on the fact t!iat he himself had 
net changed ; for that too would have had the air of 
an appeal* His love for Maggie was stamp^^d, even 
more tb^ the rest of liis experience, with the exag- 
gerated sense that he was an exception — that she, that 
eveiy end, saw him in the light of an exception. 

▼ox* IX. 
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But Maggie was oonscienoe-stricken. 

Tes, Philip,** she said, with her childish ootttifi- 
tion when he used to chide her, “ you are right, I 
know. I do alw'ays think too much of my own feel* 
ings, and not enough of others' — not enough of 
yours. I had need have you always to find fault 
^vith me and toach me ; so many things have oome 
true that you used to tell me.** 

Maggie ^^as resting her elbow on the table, lean* 
ing her head on lier hand and looking at Philip 
with half-penitent dependent ailbetien, as she said 
this; while he was retuiniug her gaze with an 
expression tliat, to her consciousness, gradually be- 
came less vague — hecuino charged with a specific 
recollection. Had his mind flown back to some- 
tiling that she now remembered ? — somethii^ about 
a lover of Lucy’s? It .was a thought that made 
her shudder: it gave now definiteness to her pre- 
sent position, and to tho tendency of what had 
happened tho evening before. She moved her arm 
from tiio table, urged to change her position by 
tliat positive pliysical oppression at the heart that 
sometimes accompanies a sudden mental pang* 
**Wbat is the matter, Maggie? Has soulethiDg 
happened?'* Philip said, in inexpressible anxiety-— 
his imagination being only too ready to weave every- 
thing that was fatal to them both. 

No — nothing,” said Maggie, rousing her latent 
will. Philip must not have that odious thought 
in his mind: she would bahhdi it from hev own. 
“ Nothing,** she repeated, “ except in my enfm mind. 
You used to say I should feel the effbot of my 
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starved life, as you called and I do. I am too 
ea^r in my enjoyment of music and all luxuries, 
now they are come to me/' 

She took up her work and occupied herself ro- 
^lutely, while Philip watched her, really in doubt 
whether she had anything more than this general 
allusion in her mind. It was quite in Maggie's 
character to be agitated by vague self-reproach.^^ 
6ut soon there came a violent well-known ring at 
the door-bell resounding through the house. 

0 what a startling annduncementi'' said Maggie, 
quite mistress of herself, though not without some 
inward flutter. “ I wonder whore Lucy is/' 

Lucy had not been deaf to tho signali^ and after 
an interval long enough foi* a few solicitous but not 
hurried inquiries, she herself ushered Stephen in. 
Well, old fellow,” he said, going straight up to 
Philip and shaking him heartily by tho hand, bow- 
ing to Maggie in passing, “ it's glorious to have you 
back again ; only I wish you’d conduct yourself a 
little less like a sparrow with a rosidcnce on the 
house-top, and not go in and out constantly without 
letting the servants know. This is about tbq twen- 
tieth time I Ve had to scamper up those countless 
stairs to that painting -room of yours, all to no pur- 
pose, because your people thought you were at home. 
Such incidents embitter friendship.” 

“ IVo 80 few visitors — ^it seems hardly worth while 
to leave notice of my exit and entrances,” said Philip, 
feeUng rather oppressed just then by Stephen’s bright 
strong presence and strong voice. 

*^Are you quite well this morning, Miss TuUiver?” 
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said Stephen, turning to Maggie with stiff politeness, 
a&d putting out his hand with the air of folfllling a 
social duty. 

Maggie gave the tips of her fingers, and said, 

Quite well, thank you ” in a tone of proud indiffer- 
ence. Philip’s eyes were watching them keenly ; but 
Lucy was used to seeing variations in their manner to 
^ each other, and only thought witli regret that there 
was some natural antipathy wdiich every now an^ 
then Biirmounted their mutual good- will Maggie 

is not the sort of woinam Stephen admires, and she 
is irritated by something in him which she inter- 
prets as conceit,” was the silent observation that 
accounted for everything to guileless Lucy. Stephen 
and Maggie had no sooner conii>leted this studied 
greeting than each fidt hurt by the other’s coldness. 
And Stephen, while rattling on in questions to Philip 
about his recent sketching expedition, was thinking 
all the more about Maggie because ho was not draw- 
ing hflr into the conversation ^as he had invariably 
done l>efore. “ Maggie and Philip are not looking 
happy,” thought Lucy: '‘this first interview has 
been saddening to tliem.” 

“ I think we people who have not been galloping/’ 
she said to Stephen, “ are all a little damped by the 
rain. Let us have some music. We ought to tidrn 
advantage of having Philip and you together. Give 
us the duet in ‘ Masaniello Maggie has not hei^ 
that, and I know it i?vnll suit her.” 

“ Come, tlicn,” said Stephen, going' toward# the 
piano, and givnng a foretaste of the tune in hte deep 
** brum-bnim,” veiy pleasant to hear. 
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“ You, please, Philip — you play tlie acoompani- 
ment,” said Lucy, and then I can go on with tny 
work. You will like to play, shan’t you?” she 
added, with a pretty inquiring look, anxious, as 
usual, lest she should have proposed what was not 
pleasant to another ; but with yearnings towards bar 
unfinished embroidery. 

♦ Philip ha<l brightened at the proposition, for there 
is no f(3oling, perhaps, except the extremes of fear 
and grief, that does not find relief in music — that 
does not make a man sing or play the better ; and 
Philip had an abundance of pent-up feeling at this 
moment, as complex as any trio or quartet that was 
ever meant to express love and jealousy, and resig- 
nation apd fierce suspicion, all at the sanio time. 

0 yes,” he said, sealing himself at the piano, 
it is a way of eking out one’s imperfect life and 
being three people at once — to sing and miiko the 
piano sing, and hear thorn both all tlio while — or 
else to sing and paint,” 

Ah, there you are an enviable fellow. I can do 
nothing with my hands,” said Stephen. “ That has 
generally been observed in men of great administra- 
tive Rapacity, I believe. A tendency to predomin- 
ance of the reflective powers in rno! — haven’t you 
observed that, Miss Tulliver?” 

Stephen had fallen by mistake into his habit of 
playful appeal to Maggie, and she could not repress 
iho answering flush and epigram. 

observed a tendency to predominance,” she 
said, smiling ; and Philip at that moment devoutly 
hoped that she found the tendency disagreeable. 
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“ Ootne, come,” said Lncy ; ** mnsio, music 1 We 
will disouBB each other’s qualities another time/’ 

Maggie always tried in vain to go on with her 
work when music began. She tried harder than 
ever to-day; for the thought that Stephen knew 
how much she cared for his singing was one that 
no longer roused a merely playful resistance ; and 
she know, too, that it was his liabit always to stand 
BO that bo could look at her. But it was of no use : 
she soon tluew her work clown, and all her inten- 
tions weie lost in the vague state of emotion pro- 
duced by the inspiring^ duet — emotion that seemed 
to make her at once strong and weak: strong for 
all etvjoymout, weak for all resistance. When the 
strain passed into the minor, she half-started from 
her seat with the sudden thrill of that chan^. Poor 
Maggie ! She looked very beautiful when her soul 
was being played on in this way by the inexorable 
power of sound. You might have seen the slightest 
perceptible quivering through her whole frame as 
she leaned a little forward, clasping her hands as if 
to steady herself; while her eyes dilated and bright « 
ened into that wide-open, childish expression of woti- 
dering delight, which always came back in her hap- 
piest moments. Lucy, who at other times had always 
been at the piano when Maggie was looking in this 
way, could not resist the impulse to steal up to her 
and kiss her. Philip, too, caught a glimpse of her 
now and then round the open book on the desk, and 
felt that he had never before seen her under so Stroog 
an influence. ' 

‘^More, morot” said Lucy, when the ^uet had 
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be^n enoQTed. Something spirited again. Maggie 
always says she likes a great rush of sound.” 

‘‘ It must be ‘ Let us take the road/ then/* said 
Stephen — “ so suitable for a wet morning. But are 
you prepared to abandon the most sacred dutioS of 
life, and come and sing with us?*’ 

** 0 yes,” said Lucy, laughing. If you will look 
i)utthe ‘ Beggar’s Opera* from the largo cantorbmy. 
It has a dingy cover.” 

“ That is a great duo, considering tljero are about 
a score ooverslioie of rival dinginess/* said Stephen, 
drawing out the canterbury. 

“ 0, play something tlio wliile, Philip/’ said Lucy, 
noticing that his fingeis were wandering over the 
keys. “What is that yon are frilling into? — some- 
tiling delicious that I don’t know,” 

“Don’t you know that?” said Philip, bringing 
out the tune moio definitely. It’s fioni the Som~ 
nambula — *AhI peroho non posso odiaili.’ I don't 
know the opera, but it appears the tenor is telling 
the heroine that he shall always love her though 
she may forsake him. You’ve heard mo sing it to 
the English woids, ^ I love thee still.’ ” 

It was not quite unintentionally that Pliilip had 
wandered into this song, which might bo an indirect 
expression to Maggie of what ho could not prevail 
on him^lf to say to her directly. Her ears had 
been open to what he was saying, and when he 
began to sing, sho understood the plaintive passion 
of the music. That pleading tenor had no very fine 
qualities os a voice, but it was not quite new to her: 
it had sung to her by snatches, in a subdued way, 
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among the grassy walks and hollows, and undoraeatli 
the leaning asli-trce in the Bed Deeps. There seemed 
to be some repifuich in the words— did Philip mean 
tlnit? She wished sl.o had assured liiin more dis- 
tiriRtly in llitdr conversation that she desired not to 
renew the hope of love between them, ow7y because 
it clashed with her inevitable circumstances. She 
w'as touched, not thrilled by the song : it suggeptedi 
distinct memories and tlioughts, and brought quiet^ 
rogi'et in the place of excitement. 

“ That’s llie way wuth you tenors/* said Stephen, 
who was wailing with music in his hand while 
Philip finished tlio song. Yon deniomlise the fair 
sex by warbling your setimental love and constancy 
under all sorts of vile treatment Nothing short of 
having your heads served up in a dish like that mo- 
diaival tenor or troubadour, w^ould prevent you from 
expressing your entire losignation. I must adminis- 
ter an antidote, while Miss Deane prepares to tear 
herself away from her b(»bhin».** 

Stephen rolled out, with saucy energy — 

'' Shall I, wasting in despair, 
l)io because a woman's fair?” 

and seemed to make all the air in the room aliye 
Avith a new infiuence. Lucy, alivays proud of what 
Stephen did, went towards the piano with laughings 
admiring looks at him ; and Maggie, in spite of her 
resistance to the spirit of the song and to the singer, 
was taken hold of and shaken by the inyisiUe in- 
fluence — was borne along by a wave too strong fyr 
her. 
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Bat angrily reaolved not to betray herself, she 
fieized her work, and went on making false stitches 
and pricking her firigers with much perseverance, 
not looking up or taking notice of what was goitig 
forward, until all the throe voices united in ** Let us 
take the road/* 

I am afraid there would have been a subtle, steal- 
,ing gratificatiou in her mind if slio liad known liow 
entirely this saucy, dt'liant Stoplum was occupied 
with her : liow ho was passing rapidly from a deter- 
mination to treat her with ostentations indiflcrenco 
to an irritating desire for some sign of inclination 
fi'Orn her — some interchjinge (d“ subdiiod word or look 
with her. It was not long behno he found an o})})or- 
turiity, when they had passed to the music of The 
Tea)[)esf Maggh*, feeding ilic need of tv footstool, 
was walking across the looin to ged, one, when Ste- 
phen, w}}0 was not singing jii'-t them, and was con- 
acioiis of all her movements, guesstnl her want, aed 
flew to anticipate her, lifting tlio footstool witli an 
entreating look at her, whicli made it imi)OKBible not 
to return a glance of gratitude. And then, to have 
the footstool placed carefully by a too self- confident 
>personage — not any ecdf-confident personage, but one 

particular, wlio suddenly looks humble and anxious, 
and lingers, bending still, to ask if there is not some 
draught in that p<')silion between the window and the 
fireplace, and if he may not be allowed to move the 
work>-tab]e for her — ^tbese things will summon a little 
of the too-ready, traitorous tenderness into a woman’s 
eyes, compelled as she is in her girlish time to learn 
her life -lessons in very trivial language. And to 
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Maggie atich things had not been eveiyday inoidentBi 
bat were a new element in her life, and fioimd 
keen appetite for homage quite firesh. That tone of 
gentle solicitude obliged her to look at the face that 
was bent towards her, and to say, “No, thank youj*^ 
end nothing could prevent that mutual glanoe^rom 
being delicious to both, as it had been the evening 
before. « 

It was hut an ordinary act of politeness in Ste- 
phen ; it had hardly taken two minutes ; and Lucy, 
who was singing, scarcely noticed it But to Philipps 
mind, filled already with a vague anxiety that was 
likely to^nd a definite ground for itself in any trivial 
incident, this sudden eagerness in Stephen, and the 
change in Maggie's face, which was plainly reflecting 
a beam from his, seemed so strong a contrast with 
the previous overwrought signs of indifference, as to 
he charged witli painful meaning. Stephen s voice, 
pouring in again, jarred upon his nervous suscepti- 
bility as if it had been the clang of sheet-iron, and 
he felt inclined to make the piano shriek in utt^ 
discord. He bad really seen no communioablo ground 
for suspecting any unusual feeling between Stephen 
and Maggie : his own reason told him so, and he 
wanted to go homo at once that he might reflect 
ooolly on these false images, till ho had convinced 
himself of their nullity. But then, again, he wanted 
to stay as long as Stephen stayed — always to be 
present when Stephen was present with Maggie# It 
seemed to po(nr Philip so natural, nay, inevitable, 
that any man who was near Maggie should fall in 
love with her 1 There was no promise of happiness 
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•for t* if die were begoiled into loving Stephen 
Gnest ; and this thought emboldened Philip to view 
his own love for her in the light of a less unequal 
offering. He was beginning to play very falsely 
under this deafening inward tumult, and Lucy was 
looking at him in astonishment, when Mrs TuUiver s 
entrance to summon them to lunch came as an excuse 
• for abruptly breaking off Iho music. 

“ Ah, Mr Philip,** said Mr Deane, when they en- 
tered the dining-room, “ JVe not seen you for a long 
while. Tour father’s not at home, I think, is ho ? 1 
went after him to the office the other day, and they 
said he was out of town.** 

^^He’s been to Mudport on business for several 
days,” said Philip ; “ but he’s come back now.*' 

** As fond of his farming hobby as ever, eh ? ** 
believe so,” said Philip, rather wondering at 
this sudden interest in his father’s pursuits. 

Ah!” said Mr Deane, “ he’s got some land in his 
own hands on this side the river as well as the other, 
I think?” 

‘‘ Yes, he has.” 

Ah 1 ” continued Mr Deane, as ho dispensed the 
pigeon-pie ; ” he must find farming a heavy item — 
■ an eiq)en8ive hobby. I never had a hobby myself — 
|]i^ver would give in to that. And the w'orst of all 
hobbies are those that people think they can get 
money at. They shoot their money down like corn 
out of a sack then." 

Lucy felt a little nervous under her father's appa- 
rently gratuitous criticism of Mr Wakem’s expendi- 
ture. But it ceased there, and Mr Deane became 
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unusually silent and meditatiye during liis lunolieon. * 
Lucy, accustomed to watch all indications in her 
father^ and having reasons, which had recently be- 
come strong, for an extra interest in what referred to 
the Wakeins, felt an unusual curiosity to know what 
had prompted lier father’s questions. His subsequent 
silence made her suspect there had been some special 
reason for tlietn in liis mind. 

With tliis idea in her head, she resorted to her 
usual plan when she w'aiited to tell or ask her father 
anytliing particular : she found a reason for her aunt 
Tulliver to leave the dining-room after dinner, and 
seatcMl herself on a si nail stool at her father’s knee, 
Mr Deane, under those circumstances, considered that 
lie tasted some of tho most agreeable moments his 
merits had purcljasod him in life, notwithstanding 
that Lucy, disliking to have her hair powdered with 
snufl', usually began by mastering his snufif-box on 
such occasions. 

“ You don’t want to go to sleep yet, papa, do you?” 

, she said, as she brought up her stool and opened the 
large fingers that clutched the snuff-box. 

“ Not yet,” said Mr Deane, glancing at the reward 
of merit in the decanter. “ But what do you want?” 
ho added, pincl ling the dimpled chin fondly, ‘*To- 
coax some more sovereigns out of my pocket for yov 
bazaar ? Eh ? ” 

“ No, I have no base motives at all to-day. I'only 
want to talk, not to beg. I want to know what mada 
you ask Philip Wakem about his father’s farming to* 
day, papa? It seemed rather odd, because you never 
hardly say anything to him about his father; and why 
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should you oare about Mr Wakem’s losing money by 
his hobby ? ** 

“ Something to do with business/’ said Mr Doano, 
waving his hands, as if to repel intrusion into tliat 
mystery. 

“ But, papa, you always say Mr Wakem has 
brought Philip up like a girl : liow came you to 
think you should get any business knowledge out 
*of him ? Those abrupt (piestions sounded rather 
oddly. Philip thought them queer.” 

“Nonsense, cliild I’' saW Mr Deaue, willing to jus- 
tify his social demeanour, with which ho had taken 
some pains in his upward progress. “ There’s a 
report that Wakem ’s mill and farm on the other side 
of the river— Dorlcote Mill, your uncle Tulliver’s, you 
know — isn’t answering so well as it did. I wanted 
to see if your friend Philip w'ould lot anything out 
about his father’s being tired of farming.” 

“ Wliy ? Would you buy the mill, papa, if he 
would part with it ? ” said Imcy, eagerly, ** 0, tell 
me everything — ^liere, you shall have your snuff-boje 
if you’ll tell me. Because Maggie says all their hearts 
are set on Tom’s getting back the mill some time* It 
, was one of the last things lier father said to Tom, that 
he must get back the mill." 

“ Hush, you little ‘puss,’* said Mf Deane, availing 
himself of the restored snuff-box. “ You must not 
say ayvord about this thing — do you hear? There’s 
very little* chance of their getting the mill, or of any- 
body’s getting it out of Wakem *s hands. And if ho ^ 
knew that w^e granted it with a view to the TuUivers 
getting it again, he’d be the less likely to part with 
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it. It*B natural, after what happened. He behaved 
well enough to TuUiver before; but a horse-whipping 
is not likely to be paid for with sugar-plums.’^ 

‘‘ Now, papa,” said Lucy, with a little air of solem- 
nity, will you trust me ? You must not ask me all 
my reasons for what I'm going to say — ^but I have 
very strong reasons. And Fm very cautious — am, 
indeed.” 

“ Well, let us hear.” 

“ Why, I believe, if you will let me take Philip 
Wakem into oiy: confidorfce — let me tell him all 
about your wisli to buy, and what it’s for — that 
my cousins wish to have it, and why they \viBh to 
liave it — I believe Philip would help to bring it 
about. I know ho would desire to do it.” 

“ I don’t see how that can be, child,” said Mr 
Deino, looking puzzled. “ Why should he care ? ” 
— then, with a sudden penetrating look at his 
daughter, “ You don’t think the poor lad’s fond of 
you, and so you can make him do what yon like ? ” 
(^r Peano felt quite safe about hi^ daughter’s affec- 
tions.) 

“ J^o, papa ; ho cares very little about me— not so 
^ much as I care about him. But I have a reason for 
being quite sure of what I say. Don’t you ask me. 
And if you ever guess, don’t tell me. Only give me 
leave to do as 1 think fit about it.” 

Lucy rose from her stool to seat herself w her 
father’s knee, and kissed bim with that last request 
^ “ Ate you sure you won’t do mischief now ? ” he 

said, lookiDg at her with delight. 

“ Yes, papa, quite sure. Pm very wise : Pve got 
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all your business talents. Didn’t you admire my 
aooompt-book, now, when I showed it you?” 

“ Well, Avell, if this youngster will keep his 
counsel, there won’t bo much barm done. And to 
tell the truth, I think there's not much chance for 
us any other way. Now, let mo go off to sleep.” 



CHAPTER VIII. 

WAKKM IN A NKW LIGHT. 

Before t.lir<*o dayH had prfsBed after the conversation 
yon have just ovcm heard between Lucy and her father, 
she had contrived to liavo a private interview with 
Philip during a visit of Maggie's to her aunt Glegg. 
For a day and a night Philip turned over in his 
mind with rost](’8.s agitation all that Lucy liad told 
him in that interview, till ho had thoroughly resolved 
on a course of action. He thought he saw before 
liirn now a possibility of altering his position with 
respect to Maggie, and removing at least one ob- 
stacle between them. Ho laid his ^dan and cideti* 
lated all his moves wdth the fervid deliberation of a 
chess-player in the days of his first ardour, and waa 
amazed himself at his sudden genius as a tactician. 
His plan was as bold as it was thoroughly calculated. 
Having watched for a moment when his father bad 
nothing more urgent on his hands than the news- 
paper, ho went behind him, laid a hand on hia 
shoulder, and said — 

“ Father, will you come up into my Baiiotiiii]« and 
look at my new sketches? I’ve atranfired them 
now.’* 
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“ Ttn getting terribly stifiF in the joints, Phil, for 
climbing those stairs ofj’oiirs,” said Wakern, looking 
kindly at his son as ho laid down his paper. But 
come along, then.'* 

This is a nice place for yon, isn’t it, Phil ? — a 
capital light that from the roof, eli was, as usual, 
the first thing he said on entering the painting-room. 
He liked to remind himself and his son too that his 
latherJy indulgence had provided the accommoda- 
tion. He had been a good father. Emily would 
have nothing to reproach him with there, if she came 
back again from her grave. 

** Come, come,^* he said, putting his double 03^- 
glass over his nose, and seating himself to take a 
general view w'hiJo ho rcsled, ‘‘you've got a famous 
show here. Upon my word^ I don’t see that your 
things oren t as good as that lioudon artist s — what’s 
his name — that Le^ buni gave so much uioiK^y for." 

Philip 8ho<^kphi« head and smiliHl. .IFc luid seated 
himself on his painting- sto(d, nnd had taken a lead 
pencil in his hand, wdtli which 1 h3 wjik making strong 
marks to counteract the sense of trcinulousncsH. Ho 
watched his father get up, and walk slowly' round, 
good -naturedly dwelling on the pictures much longer 
than his amount of genuine taste for landscape w ould 
have prompted, till he stopped before a stand on 
which tw'o pictures were x>lac<'d — one nuich huger 
tlion the other — the smaller one in a leather case. 

" Bless me I what have you here ?" said Wakem, 
BturUed by a sudden transition from landscape to 
portrait; thought you'd left oflT iigurea Who 
are these ?** 

T0L. nl 
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^ They are the same person,” said Philip, with 
calm promptness, “ at different agea*^ 

“ And wlmt person ?” said Wakem, sharply fix- 
ing his eyes with a growing look of sQspioion on the 
larger jnctnre. 

“ Miss Tulliver. The small one is something like 
wdiat sho was wlien I was at school with her brother 
at King’s Lor ton : the larger one is not quite so 
good a likeness of what she was when I came from 
abroad.” 

Wake in tiimiMl round fiercely, wdth a flusbed face, 
letting his eye-glass fall, and looking at his son with 
Oisavago expression for a moment, os if he was ready 
to strike that daring feebleness from the stool. But 
he threw himself into the armchair again, and thrust 
his hands into his trouser-pockets^ still looking angrily 
at his srm, liovvever. Philip did not return the look, 
but sat quietly watching the point of his pencil. 

And do you mean to say, then,* that you have 
had any acquaintance with her since you came from 
abroad ?” said Wakem, at last, w^th that vain effort 
which rage always makes to throw as muoh punish- 
ment as it desires to infiiot into words and tones, 
since blows arc forbidden. 

Yes : 1 saw a great deal of hot for a whole year 
before her fatlier s death. We met often, in that 
thicket — the Red Deeps — near Dorlcote Mill. I 
love her deaily : I shall never love any other 
woman. I have thought of her ever since she was 
a little girl." 

** Go on, sir !— and you have conesponded wWi 
her all tins while ?" 
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No. I never told her I loved her till just before 
we parted, and she promised her brotlior not to see 
me again or to correspond with me. I am not sure 
that she loves me, or would consent to marry me. 
But if she would consent — if she did love me well 
enough — I should marry her.” 

“ And this is the return you make mo for all the 
indulgences I've heaped on you ?” said Wakem, get- 
ting white, and begiutting to tremblo under an en- 
raged sense of impoter^ce before Philip's cairn de- 
fiance and concentration of purpose. 

No, father," said Philip, lookaag up at him for 
the first time. “ I don't regard it as a retuni. You 
have been an indulgent father to mo ; but I have 
always felt that it was because you had an affec- 
tionate wish to give me as mnch happiness as my 
unfortunate lot would admit of — not that it was a 
debt you expected mo to pay by Bacrificing all rny 
chances of happiness to satisfy feelings of yoi rs, 
which I can never share." 

1 think most sons would share their father’s 
feelings in this case," said Wakem, bitterly. The 
girl 8 father was an ignorant mad brute/ who was 
within an inch of murdering me. ^’he whole town 
knows it. And the brother is just as insolent, 
only in a cooler way. Ho forbade her seeing you, 
you say ; he’ll break every bone in your body, for 
your greater happindls, if you don't take care. But 
you Seem to hav^ made up your mind: you have 
counted the consequences, I suppose. Of course you 
are independent of me : you can marry this girl to- 
morroWi if you like : you are a man of five-aad- 
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twenty— you can go your way, and I can go 
mine. Wo need have no inoro to do with each 
other.*' 

Wakom rose and walked towards the door, but 
soinethiug held him back, and instead of leaving the 
room, ho walked up and down it. Philip was slow 
to reply, and wlien ho spoke, his tone had a more 
incisive quietness and clearness tlian ever. 

“ No : r can’t marry Miss Tulliver, even if she 
would have, mo — if I have^only my own resources 
to maintain her with. T have been brought up to 
no profession. I can't offer her poverty as well as 
deformity/* 

‘‘All, there is a reason for your clinging to 
me, doubtless,” said Wakem, still bitterly, though 
Philip's last words had given him a pang: they 
had stirred a feeling which had been a habit for a 
quarter of a century. Ho throw himself into the 
chair again. 

“ I espeoied all this,’* said Philip. I know these 
soeues ore often happening between father and son. 
If I were like other men of my age, I might answer 
your angry words by still angrier — w’O might part — 
I should marry tho woman I love, and have a chance 
of being as happy os the rest. But if it will be a 
satisfaction to you to annihilate the very object of 
everything you've done for me, you have an advan- 
tage over most fathers : you (jtn completely deprive 
me of the only thing that would make my life worth 
having.” 

Philip paused, but his bother was silent. . 

**You know best what satisfaction you would 
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Itave, beyond that of gratifying a ridiculous rancour 
worthy only of wandering savages.*' 

Ridiculous rancour! ** Wakem burst out. '^AVliat 
do you mean ? Damn it ! is n man to be horse- 
whipped by a boor and love liiui for it ? Besides, 
tliero*s that cold, proud devil of a son, wlio said a 
word to mo I sliall not forgot wlion wc liad the 
scrttling. IIo would bo as pleasant a mark for a 
bullet as I know — if ho were worth the expense.’* 

“ I don't mean your resentinont towards them,** 
said Philip, who had his leasons for some sympathy 
with this view of Tom, ‘‘though a feeling of re- 
venge is not worth much, that you should care to 
keep it. I mean your extending the enmity to a 
helpless gill, who has too much seriso and goodness 
to share their narrow piejudices. She has never 
entered into the family quarrels.” 

“ What does that signify ? Wo don’t ask what 
a woman does — w^o ask whom she belongs to. It's 
altogether a degrading thing to you — to think of 
marrying old Tulliver’s daughter.’* * 

For the first time in the dialogue, Philip lost some 
of his se¥-coiitrol, and coloured with anger. 

* “ Miss TuUiver,” ho said, witli bitter incisiveness, 

‘‘ has the only grounds of rank that anything but 
vulgar folly can suppose to belong to the middle 
class : she is thoroughly refined, and her friends, 
whatever else they may be, are respected for irre- 
proachable honour and integrity. All St Ogg’s. , 
I fancy, would pronounce her to bo more thap my 
equal” « 

"Wakem darted a glance of fierce question at his 
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flon ; but Philip was not looking arhim, and with a 
certain penitent oonsciousnesa went on, in a few 
moments, as if in amplification of his last words— 
Find a single person in St Ogg's who will not 
tell you that a beautiful creature like* her would be 
throwing herself away on a pitiable object like me." 

** Not she I ” said Wakem, rising again, and for- 
getting everything else in a burst of resentful pride, 
half fatherly, Jialf personal. " It would be a deuoed 
fine match for her. It’s all* stuff about an accidental 
deformity, when a girrs really attached to a man.” 

*‘But girls are not apt to get attached under those 
circumstances,” said Philip. 

“ Well, then,” said Wakem, rather brutally, try- 
ing to recover his previous position,* ^‘if she doesn’t 
care for you, you might have spared yourself the 
ti'ouble of talking to me about her — and you might 
have spared mo the trouble of refusing inj|^ consent 
to what was never likely to happen.” 

Wakem strode to the door, and, without looking 
round again, banged it after him. 

Philip Tras not without confidence that his &ther 
would be ultimately wrought upon as be had ex-* 
pected, by what had passed ; but the scene had* 
jarred upou his nerves, which were as sensitive as 
a woman’s. He determined not, to go down to din- 
ner: he couldn’t meet lus father again tiay. 
It was Wakem’s habit, when he had no company at 
,home, to go out in the evening — often as early as 
half-past seven ; and as it was far on in the after* 
noon now^ Philip locked np his room and v^nt out 
ibf a long ramble, thiuking he" woitid not mtum 
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until bis father was out of the house again. He got 
into a boat, and went down the river to a favourite 
village, whore ho dined, and lingered till it was Into 
enough for him to return. He l»ad never had any 
sort of quarrel with his father before, and had a sick- 
ening fear ^^iat this contest, just begun, might go 
on for weeks — and what might not happen in that 

time ? He would not allow himself to define what 

• 

that involuntary question meant. But if lie could 
once be in the position of Maggie^s accepted, ac- 
knowledged lover, there would bo less room for 
vague dread. He went up to his painting-room 
again, and threw himsedf, with a sonso of fatigue, 
into the armcliair, looking round absently at the 
views of water and rock (hat weio ranged around, 
till he fell into a doze, in which he fancied Maggie 
was slipping down a glistening, green, slimy cl»au- 
nel of a wattjrfall, and he was looking on holph3ss, 
till he* was awakened by what seemed a sudihui, 
awful crash. 

It was the opening of the door, and he could 
hardly have dozed more than a few moments, for 
tliere was no perceptible change in tho evening 
light It was his father who entered ; and when 
Philip moved to vacate tho chair for him, he said — 
Bit still. Pd rather walk about.” 

He stalked up and down the room once or twice, 
and then standing opposite Philip with his hand 
thrust in his side-pockets, he said, as if continuing a 
oouversation that had not been broken off — 

But this girl^^seems to have been fond of you, 
Phil, else she wouldn’t have met you in that way." 
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Philip's heart was beating rapidly, and a tran- 
sient flush passed over his face like a gleam* It was 
not quite easy to speak at once. 

‘‘She liked me at King’s Lorton, when she was a 
litflo girl, b(‘caiise I used to sit with her brother a 
groat deal wlion he had hurt his foot, ^ie had kept 
that in her memory, and thought of me as a friend 
of a long while ago. She didn’t think of me as a^ 
lover, when she met me.” 

t 

Well, but you made love^to her at last. What 
did she say tlieri?” said Wakein, W'alking about 
again. 

She said she did love mo then.^' 

** Confound it, then, wbat else do you want ? Is 
she a jilt?” 

“ Slie was very young then,'’ said Philip, hesitat- 
ingly, I'm afraid she hardly knew what she felt. 
I’m afraid our long separation, and the idea that 
events must always divide us, may have made a 
difference.” 

“But she’s in the town. I’ve seen her at church. 
Haven’t you spoken to her since you came back?” 

** Yea, at Mr Deane's. But I couldn’t renew my 
proposals to her on several grounds. One obstaole 
would bo removed if you would give your consent— 
.if you would be willing to think of her as a dc^ugh- 
ter-in-law.” 

Wakem was silent a little while, pausing before 
Maggie's picture. 

“ ShVs not the sort of woman your mother was, 
though, Phil,” he said, at last. * " I saw her at 
ehurch — she’s handsomer thra this-«-deaoed £be 
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eyes and fino figure, I saw; but rather dangei-ous 
and unmanageable, 

**Slie'B very tender and affectionate; and so simple 
— without tho airs and potty contrivances other 
women have.” 

**Ah?'* said Wakem. Then Iof>]cing round at his 
son, “ But your mother looked gentler ; she had 
ihat brown wavy hair and grey eyes, like yours. 
You can’t remember ber very It was a thou? 

sand pities I’d no likeiless of ber.” 

“ Then, shouldn't you bo glad for me to liavo the 
same sort of happiness, father — to swocten niy life 
for me ? There can never be another tie so strong 
to you as that wliicli began oiglit-and-lwenty years 
ago, when you married n«y mother, and you have 
been tightening it ever niuco.” 

“ Ay, Phil — you’re the only fellow that knows tlio 
best of me,” said Wtikein, giving his band to bis 
son. ** \I*o must kef^p togctlnu-, if wo can* And 
now, what am I to do? You must come down-stairs 
and tell me. Am I to go and call on this dark-eyed 
damsel ? ” 

The barrier once tbr6wn down in tins \^ay, Pliilip 
could talk freely to Lis father of tlieir entire i elation 
with the Tullivers — of the desire to get the mill and 
land back into the family — and of its transfer to 
& Co. as an intermediate step. He could 
venture now to be persuasive and iirgoiit, and hia 
father yielded with more readiness than he had cal- 
culated on. 

** I doa^t care about the mill/’ he said at last^ with 
a sort of angiy compliance* Tve had an infernal 
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deal of bother lately about the mill. Let them pay 
me for my improvements, that’s all. . But there’s 
one thini^ you needn’t ask me. 1 shall have no 
direct transactions with young Tulliver. If you like 
to swallow him, for his sister’s sake, you may; but 
Tvo no sauce that will make him go down.” 

1 loavo you to imagine the agreeable feelings with 
which Philip went to Mr Deane the next day, to say, 
that Mr Walcem was ready to open the negotiations, 
and Lucjy’a pretty triuftiph as she appealed to her 
father whether she had not proved her great busi- 
ness abilities. Mr Deane was rather puzxled, and 
suspected that there had been something “going 
on'* among the young people to which he wanted a 
cl no. But to men of Mr Deane’s stamp, what goes 
on among the young people is as extraneous to the 
real businens of Ufo as what goes on among the birds 
and butterflies — until it can be shown to have a 
malign l^earing on monetary affairs. And in this 
case the bearing appeared to be entirely^ prapitiems* 



CHAPTER rS. 

CHARITY • IK FULL-DRESS. 

The oalmination of Maggie’s careeF as an admired 
member of society in St Ogg’s was certainly tlio day 
of the bazaar, wlion her simple noble beauty, clad in 
a white muslin of some soft-floating kind, vibich I 
suspect must have come fntm tlie stores of aniit 
Pullet’s wardrobe, appeared with marked distinction 
ampng the more adorned and conventional women 
around her. We perhaps never detect how much 
of our social demeanour is mode hp of artificial airs, 
until we see a person who is at once beautiful and 
simple : without the beauty, we are apt to call sim- 
plicity awkwardness. The Miss Guests were much 
too well-bred to have any of the grimaces and 
affected tones that belong to pretentious vulgarity ; 
but their stall being next to the one where Maggie 
sat, it seemed newly obvious to-day that Miss Quest 
held her chin too high, and that Miss Laura spoke 
and moved continually witli a view to effect. 

All well-drest St Ogg’s and its neighbourhood 
were t^ere ; and it would have been worth wbile to 
comei eveiu from a distance, to see the fine old halli 
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with its open roof and carved oaken rafters, and great 
oaken folding -doors, and light shed down from a 
height on the many- col onrod show beneath : a very 
quaint place, with broad faded stripes painted on the 
walls, and hero and there a show of heraldic animals 
of a bristly, long-snouted character, the cherished 
©jnbleins of a noble family once the seigniors of this 
now civic hall. A grand arch, cut in the tipper wall , 
at one end, surmounted , an oaken orchestra, with an 
open room behind it, where hothouse plants and stalls 
for refreshments were disposed : an agreeable resort 
for gentlemen, disposed to loiter, and yet to exchange 
the occasional crush down below for a more com- 
modious point of view. In fact, the perfect fitness 
of this ancient building for an admirable modern 
inirposc, til at made charity truly elegant, and led 
through vanity up to the supply of a deficit, was so 
striking that hardly a person entered the room with- 
out exchanging the remark more than once. Near 
tlie great arch over the orchestra was the stone oriel 
with painted gla^, which was one of the venerable 
inconsistencies of the old hall; and it was close by 
this that Lucy had her stall, for the convenience of 
certain large plain articles which she had , taken 
charge of for Mrs Ecnn. Maggie had begged to sit 
at the open end of the stall, and to have the sale of 
these articles rather than of bead -mats and other 
elaborate products, of which she had but a dim un- 
derstanding. r But it soon appeared that the gentle- 
men’s dressing-gowns, which were among her com- ^ 
modities^ were objects of such general attention and 
inquiry, and excited so troublesome a curiosiliy to 
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thoir lining and comparative nfierits, together vritli a 
determination to test them by trying on, as to make 
her post a very conspicuous one. The ladies who 
had commodities of their own to sell, and did not 
want dressing-gowns, saw at once the frivolity and 
bad taste of this masculine preference for goods 
which any tailor could furnish; and it is possible 
that the emphatic notice of various kinds winch was 

* drawn towards Miss Tulliver on this public occasion, 
threw a very strong and unmistakable light on her 
subsequent conduct in many minds then present. 
Not that anger, on account of spurned beauty, can 
dwell in the celestial breasts of chaiitable ladies, but 

^ rather, that the errors of persons who have once 
been much admired necessarily take a deeper tinge 
from the mere force of contrast ; and also, that to- 
day Maggie^s conspicnous position, for the first time, 
made evident certain cliaracteristics which were 
subsequently felt to have an explanatory bearing. 
There was something rather bold in Miss Tullivei 
direct gaze, and sometliing undefinably coarse in the 
style of her beauty, which placed her, in the opinion 
of all feminine judges, far below her cousin Miss 
Deane ; for the ladies of St Ogg^s had now com- 
pletely ceded to Lucy their hypothetic claims on the 
admiration of Mr Stephen Guest. 

As for dear little Lucy herself, her late benevolent 
triumph about the Mill, and all the laffectionate pro- 
jects she was cherisliing for Maggie and Philip, helped 
to give her the highest spirits to-day, and she felt 

* nothingbut pleasure in the evidence of Maggie’s at- 
tractiteness. It is true, she was looking veiy charm- 
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ing berself, and Stephen was paying her the ntcnoet 
attention on this public occasion ; jealously buying 
up the articles he had seen under her fingers in the 
process of making, and gaily helping her to cajole the 
male custolners into the purchase of the most effemi*- 
nate futilities. He chose to lay aside his hat and 
wear a scarlet fez of her embroidering; but by super- 
ficial observers this was necessarily liable to be in- 
terpreted less as a compliment to Lucy than as a ' 
mark of coxcoinbry. Guest is a great oojt'camb,*' 
young Torry observed ; “ but then he is a privil^ed 
person in St Ogg’s — he carries all before him : if 
another fellow did such things, everybody would say 
he made a fool of himself/' 

And Stephen purcliased absolutely nothing from 
Maggie, until Lucy said, in rather a vexed under- 
tone — 

“ Soe, now ; all the things of Maggie's knitting 
will be gone, and you will not have bought one. 
There are those deliciously soft warm things for the 
wrists — do buy them.” 

“ Oh, no,” said Stephen, “ they must be intended 
for imaginative persons, who can chill themselves on 
this warm day by thinking of the frosty Caucasus# 
Stern reason is my forte, you know. You must get 
Philip to buy those. By the way, why doesnH he 
come ? ”* 

“He never likes going where there are many 
people, though I enjoined him to come. He said be 
would buy up any of my goods that the rest of/ the 
world rejected. But now, do go and buy aomethi^ 
of Maggie,” ; : 
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NQi QO-^8ee^Hdie has a customer : there is 
old Wakem himself just coming up/' 

Lucy's eyes turned with anxious interest towards 
Maggie, to see how she went through this first in- 
terview, since a sadly memorable time, with a man 
towards whom she must have so strange a mixture 
of feelings; but she was pleased to notice that Wakem 
had tact enough to enter at once into talk about the 
liiazaar wares, and appear interested in purchasing, 
smiling now and then kindly at Maggie, and not 
calling on her to speak much, as if he observed that 
she was rather pale and tremulous. 

“Why, Wakem is making himself particularly 
amiable to your cousin," said Stephen, in an under- 
tone to Luoy ; “ is it pure magnanimity ? you talked 
of a family quarrel.*' 

0, that will soon be quite healed, I hope," said 
Luoy, becoming a little indiscreet in her satisfaction, 
and speaking with an air of significanoe. But 
Stephen did not appear to notice this, and as soma 
lady -purchasers came up, he lounged on towards 
Maggie’s end, handling tiiiles and standing aloof 
until Wakem, who bad taken out his purse, had 
finished his transactions. 

My son came with me," he overheard Wakem 
sEying, “ but he has vanished into some other part 
of the building, and has left all these charitable 
gdlantries to me. 1 hope you'll reproach him for 
his shabby conduct." 

She returned his smile and bow without speaking, 
mA he turned away, only then observing Stephen, 
elkd Eoddiug to him. Maggie, conscious that Stephen 
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was Btill there, hiusied herself with counting ihohejf, 
and avoided looking up. She had been well pleased 
that he had devoted himself to Lucy to-day, and had 
not come near her. Tliey had begun the morning 
with an indifferent salutation, and both had rejoiced 
in being aloof from each other, like a patient who 
has actually done witliout his opium, in spite of 
former failures in resolution. And during the last 
few days they had even been making up their minds 
to failures, looking to the ^outward events that must 
soon come to separate them, as a reason for dispens- 
ing with self- conquest in detail. 

Stephen moved step by step as if he were being 
unwillingly dragged, until he had got round the open 
end of the stall, and was half hidden by a screen of 
draperies. Maggie went on couftting her money till 
she suddenly heard a deep gentle voice saying, 
“Aren’t you very tired? Bo let me bring you 
something — some fruit or jelly — ^mayn’t I?*' 

The unexpected tones shook her like a sudden 
accidental vibration of a harp close by her. 

“ 0 no, thank you,” she said, faintly, and only 
half looking up for an instant. 

You look BO pale,” Stephen insisted, in a more 
entreating tone, “ I’m sure you*re exhausted. I must 
disobey you, and bring something.” 

“ N(3^ indeed,^ couldn’t take it.” 

“ Are you angiy with me ? What have I done ? 
Do look at me.” 

“ Pray, go away,” said Maggie, looking at hitu 
helplessly, her eyes glancing, immediately him 
to the opposite comer of the orchestra, which was 
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hftlf hiddeu by the folds of tlio old faded green 
oortain. Maggie had no sooner uttered tliis entreaty 
than she was wretched at the admission it implied ; 
but Stephen turned away at once, and, following her 
upward glance, he saw Philip Wakem seated in the 
half-hidden corner, so that ho could command little 
more than that angle of the" hall in which Maggie sat. 
An entirely new thought occurred to Stephen, and, 
Unking itself with what he liad observed of Wakem’s 
manner, and with Lucy's reply to hia observation, it 
convinced him that there Imd been some former rela- 
tion between Pliilip and Maggie beyond that childish 
one of which he had heard. More than one impulse 
made him immediately leave the hall, and go up-stairs 
to the refreshment-room, where, walking up to Philip, 
he sat down behind him, and put his hand on his 
shoulder. 

Are you studying ||r a portrait, PhiV’ he said, 
** or for a sketch of that oriel window ? By George I 
it makes a capital bit from tliis dark corner, with the 
curtain just marking it off.’’ 

I have been studying expression,” said Philip, 
ourtly. 

Wliatl Miss Tulliver’s? It’s rtlher of the sayage- 
laoody order to-day, I think — something of the fallen 
princess serving behind a counter. Her cousin sent 
me to her with a civil offer to get hef^ some refresh- 
ment, but I have been snubbed, as usual. There’s 
a natural antipathy between us, 1 suppose : I have 
seldom the honour to please her.” 

What a hypocrite you are ! ” said Philip, flush- 
w ing angrily. 

V«u XI* 
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** What I because experience must have told me 
that I’m universally pleasing ? I admit the law, but 
there’s some distuibing force here.” 

I am going,” said Philip, rising abruptly. 

So am I — to get a breath of fresh air ; this place 
gets oppressive. I think I have done suit and service 
long enough.” 

The two friends walked down-stairs together with- 
out speaking. Philip turned through the outer dobr 
into the courtyard, but Stephen, saying, ^0, by 
the by, I must call in here,” went on along the pas- 
sage to one of tlie rooms at the other end of tKe 
building, Vi bioh wete appropriated to the town library. 
He had the room all to himself, 'tand a man requires 
nothing less than this, when he wants to dash his 
cap on the table, throw Idmself astride a ohair, and 
stare at a high brick wall with a fiown which would 
not have been beneath the ^casion if he had been 
slaying “ the giant Python.” The conduct that 
issues from a moral condict has often so close a re- 
Boiiiblance to vice, that the distinction escapes all 
outward judgments, founded on a mere comparison 
of actions. It is clear to you, I hope, that Stephen 
was not a hypocrit^capable of deliberate doubleness 
for a selhsh end ; and yet his 'fluctuations between 
the indulgence of a feeling and the systematie con- 
cealment of it^ might have made a good oase in snp^ 
port of Philip's jiccusation. 

Meanwhile, Maggie sat at her stall cold and 
trembling, with that painful sensatiou in the jf^as 
which comes from resolutely repressed teaaa. 
her life to be always like this? — ^always 
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some new source of inward strife ? She heard con- 
fusedly the busy indifferent voices around her, and 
wished her mind could flow into that easy, babbling 
current. It was at this moment that Dr Kenn, who 
ha(9 quite lately come into the hall, and was now 
walking down the njiddle with his hands behind 
him, taking a general view, fixed his eyes on 
Maggie for the first time, and was struck with the 
*6xpre88ion of pain on her beautiful faoe. She was 
sitting quite still, for the stream of customers had 
lessened at this late hour m the afternoon : the gen- 
tlemen had chiefly chosen the middle of the day, and 
Maggie’s stall was looking rather bare. This, with 
her absent, pained expression, finished the contrast 
between her and her companions, who were all bright, 
eager, and busy. He was strongly arrested. Her faoe 
had naturally drawn his attention as a new and strik- 
ing one at church, andLhe had been introduced to her 
during a short call oa business at Mr Deane's, but 
he had never spoken more than three words tt> her , 
He walked towards her now, and Maggie, perceiving 
some one approaching, roused herself to look up and 
be prepared to speak. She felt a childlike, instinc- 
tive relief from the sense of uneasiness in this exer- 
' tion, when she saw it was Dr Eenn's face that was 
looking at her : that plain, middle-aged face, with a 
gtave, penetrating kindness in it, seeming to tell of 
a human being who had reached »firm, safe strand, 
but was looking with helpful pity towards the 
Btragglers still tossed by the waves, had an effect 
$tli Maggie at this moment which was afterwards 
tls^embered by her as if it had been a promise. 

i 
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The middle-aged, who liave lived through their 
strongest emotions, but are yet in the time when 
memory is still half passionate and not merely com 
templative, should surely be a sort of natural priesb* 
hood, whom life has disciplined and consecrated to 
be the refuge and rescue of early stumblers and 
victims of self-despair. Most of us, at some moment 
in our young lives, would have welcomed a priest 
of that natural order in any sort of cUnonicals ot 
uncanonicals, but had to scramble upwards into all 
the difficulties of nineteen entirely without such aid, 
as Maggie did. 

‘‘You find your office rather a fatiguing one, I 
fear, Miss Tulliver?^’ said Dr Kenn. 

“ It is, rather,*^ said Maggie, simply, not being ac- 
customed to simper amiable denials of obvious facts, 

** But I cin tell Mrs Kenn that you have disposed 
of her goods very quickly,” he added ; “ she will 
be very much obliged to you,” ♦ 

“ 0, I have done nothing : the gentlemen came 
very fast to buy the dressing-gowns and embroidered* 
waistcoats, but I think any of the other ladies would 
have sold more : I didn’t know what to say about 
them.” 

Dr Kenn smiled, “ I hope I'm going to have you 
as a permanent parishioner now, Miss^Tullivei' — am 
I ? You have been at a distance from us hitherto,” 
“ I have been a teacher in a school, and Tm^miig 
into another situation of the same kind very soon.” 

** Ah? I was hoping you would remain amo^ 
your fi'ieuds, who are all in this neighbourhood, I 
believe,” 
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0, / must said Maggie, earnesUy, looking 
at Dr Eenn with an expression of reliance, as if she 
had told him her history in those tliree words. It 
was^ one of those moments of implicit revelation 
which will sometimes happen even between people 
whQ meet quite transiently — on a mile^s journey, 
perhaps, or when resting by the w^aysido. Tliere is 
always this possibility of a word or look from a 
stranger to keep alive the sense of human brother- 
hood. • • 

Dr Kenn’s ear and eye took in all the signs that 
this brief confidence of Maggie's was charged with 
meaning. 

“I understand, he said; “you feel it right to 
go. But that will not prevent our meeting again, I 
hope : it will not prevent ray knowing you better, if 
I can be of any service to you/' 

He put o^t his hand and pressed hers kindly be- 
fore he turned away. 

“ She has some trouble or other at heart,” he 
thought. “ Poor child ! she looks as if she might 
turn out to be one of 


* The souls by nature pitched too high, 

By suffering plunged too low.' 

There's somethii^ wonderfully honest in those beau- 
tiful eyes.” 

It may be surprising that Maggie, among whose 
many imperfections an excessive delight in admira- 
tion and acknowledged supremacy were not absent 
now^ any more than when she was instniciing the 
Ipr^ies with a view towards achieving a royal posi- 
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tion among them, was not more elated on a day wlien 
she had had the tribute of so many looks and smiley 
together with that satisfactory conscionsness which 
had necessarily come from being taken before Lnoy*s 
oheval-glass, and made to look at the fall length of 
her tall beauty, crowned by the night of her m^ssy 
hair. * Maggie had smiled at herself then, and for 
the moment had forgotten everything in the sens^ 
of her own beauty. If that state of mind could liavjs 
lasted, her choice would have been to have Stephen 
Guoet at her feet, offering her a life filled with all 
luxuries, with daily incense of adoration near and 
distant, and with all possibilities of culture at her 
command. But there were things in her stronger 
than vanity — passion, and affection, and long deep 
memones of early discipline and effort, of early 
claims on her love and pity ; and the stream of 
vanity was soon swept along and mingled impercep- 
tibly with that wider current which was at its hipest 
force to-day, under the double urgency of the events 
and inward impulses brought by the last week. 

Kiilip had not spoken to her himself about the 
removal of obstacles between them on his father’s 
side — he shrank from that ; but he had told every- 
thing to Lucy, with the hope that Maggie, beipg in- 
formed through her, might give him some enoourag-' 
ing sign that their being brought thus much nekrer 
to each other was a happiness to her. The rush 
conflicting feelings was too great for Maggie tOviiiy 
much when Lucy, with a face breathing playfli |0^, 
like’ one of Correggio’s cherubs, ponied 
triumphant revelation; and Lucy could 
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Biuptised ihat she could do little more than cry with 
gladness at* the thought of her father’s wish being 
fulfilled, and of Tom’s getting the Mill again in 
reward for all his hard striving. The details of 
preparation for the bazaar had then come to usurp 
Lucy's attention for the next few days, and nothing 
had been said by the cousins on subjects that were 
likely to rouse deeper feelings. Philip had been to 
tbe house more than once, but Muggie had had no 
private conversation with him, and thus she had been 
left to fight her inward battle without interference. 

But when tlie bazaar was fairly ended, and the 
cousins were alone again, resting together at home, 
Lucy said — 

** You must give up going to stay with your aunt 
Moss the day after to-morrow, Maggie ‘..write a note 
to her, anJftell her you have put it ofi’ at my request, 
and I'll send the man with it. She won’t be dis- 
pleased ; you’ll have plenty of time to go by-and-ln ; 
and I don’t want you to go out of the way just now. 

Yes, indeed I must go, dear ; I can’t put it off. 
I wouldu^t leave aunt Gritty out for the world, jr^nd 
I shall have very Utile time, for I’m going away to 
-a new situation on the 25th of June.” 

Maggie I ” said Lucy, almost white with aston- 
iahmeut. 

I didn’t tell you, dear,” said Maggie, making a 
great effort to command herself, “because you’ve 
been ao busy. But some time ago I wrote to our 
old .^overnesB^ Miss Firniss, to ask her to let me 
if she met with any situation that I could fill, 
laid ihe other day 1 had a letter from her ielliug me 
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that I could take three orphan pnpils of hers to tho 
coast during the holidays, and then make trial of a 
situation with her as teacher. I wrote yesterday to 
accept the offer.” 

Lucy felt so hurt that for some moments she was 
unable to speak. 

Maggie,*’ she said at last, “ how could you be 
so unkind to mo — not to tell me — to take Buck a step 
— and now I ” She hesitated a little, and then added 
— “ And Philip ? I thought everything was going 
to be so happy. 0 Maggie — what is the reason? 
Give it up ; let me write. There is nothing now to 
keep you and Philip apart.” • 

Yes,” said Maggie, faintly. There is Tom's 
feeling. He said I must give him up if I married 
Philip. And I know he will not change — at least 
not for a long while — unless something Hlppened to 
soften him.” 

But I will talk to him : he's coming back this 
week. And this good news about the Mill will 
soften him. And I'll talk to him about Philip. 
Tom’s always very compliant to me : I don’t think 
he’s so obstinate.” 

“ But I must go,” said Maggie, in a distressed 
voice' “I must leave some time to pass. Pon’t 
press me to stay, dear Lucy.” 

Lucy was silent for two or three minutes, looking 
away and ruminating. At length she knelt down bj 
her cousin, and, looking up in her face with auxiotti 
seriousness, said — • 

Maggie, is it that you don't love Philip wdl 
enough to marry him ? — tell me — trust meu'' 
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Maggie held Lucy's hands tightly in silence 
little while. Hef own hands were quite cold. But 
when she spoke, her voice was quite clear and dis- 
tinct. 

“ Yes, Lucy, I would choose to marry him, I 
think it would be the best and highest lot for me — 
to make his life happy. He loved me first. No one 
else could be quite what he is to me. But I can't 
divide myself from my brother for life. I must go 
away, and wait. Pray,* don i speak to mo again 
about it." 

Lucy obeyed in pain and wonder. The next word 
sbe said was — 

“ Well, dear Maggie, at least you will go to the 
dance at Park House to-morrow, and have some 
music and brightness, before you go to pay these 
dull, dutifel visits. Ah I here come aunty and the 
tea." 



CHAPTER X. 

THE SPELL SEEMS BROKEN. 

The suite of rooms opening into each other at Park 
House looked duly brilliant with lights and flowers 
and the personal splendours of sixteen couples, with 
attendant parents and guardians. The focus of 
brilliancy was the long drawing-room, where the 
dancing went forward, under the inspiration of the 
grand piano; the library, into which it opened at one 
end, had the more sober illumination of maturity, 
with caps and cards; and at the other end, the pretty 
sitting-room, with a conservatory attached, was left 
as an occasional cool retreat. Lucy, who had laid 
aside her black for the first time, and had her pretty 
slimness sot off by an abundant dress of white crape^ 
was^ the acknowledged queen of the occasion | for 
this was one of the Miss Guests’ thoroughly oonde- 
Boending partiee, including no member of any em- 
tooracy liigher than that of St Ogg’s, and stretching 
to the extreme limits of commercial and professional 
gentility. ^ ^ 

Maggie at first refused to dance, saying that dxa 
had forgotten all the figures — it was so mimy yes^ 
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since she Imd danced at school ; and she was glad 
to have that excuse, for it is ill dancing with a heavy 
heart. But at length the music wrought in her 
young limbs, and the longing came ; even though it 
was the horrible young Torry, who walked up a 
second time to try and persuade her. She warned 
him that she could not dance anything but a coun* 
,tiy-dance ; but lie, of course, was willing to wait for 
that high felicity, meaning only to be cornplimeritary 
when he assured her at several intervals that it was 
a “ great bore ” that she couldn^t waltz — he would 
have liked so much to waltz with her. But at last it 
was the turn of the good old-fashioned dance which 
has the least of vanity and the most of merriment in 
iti and Maggie quite forgot her troublous life in a 
childlike enjoyment of that half-rustic rhythm which 
seems to banish pretentious etiquette. She felt quite 
charitably towards young Torry, as his hand bore her 
along and held her up in the dance ; her eyes and 
cheeks had that fire of young joy in them which will 
flame out if it can find the least breath to fan it ; and 
her simple "black dress, with its bit of^blaok lace, 
seemqd like the dim setting of a jewel. 

Stephen had not yet (^ked lier to dance — had not 
yet paid her more than a passing civility. S|nce 
yesterday, that inward vision of her which peipetu^ 
rfly made part of his consciousness, had been half- 
goreened by the image of Philip Wakem, which came 
nerose it like a blot : there was some attachment 
between her and Philip; at least there was an 
ittechmeut on his side, which made her feel in some 
liondage. Here then, Stephen told himself was 



268 . 


THE MILL ON THE FLOSS. 


another claim* of honour which called on him to re^ 
Bist the attracti(m that was continually threatening to 
overpower him. Ho told himself so ; and yet he had 
once or twice felt a certain savage resistance, and at 
another moment a shuddering repugnance, to this 
intrusion of Philip's image, which almost made it a 
new incitement to rush towards Maggie and claim 
her for himself. Nevertlieloss ho had done what he. 
meant to do this evening : he liad kept aloof from 
her ; ho had hardly looked at her ; and he had been 
gaily assiduous to Lucy. But now liis eyes were 
devouring Maggie : he felt inclined to kick young 
Terry out of the dance, and take his place. Then 
he wanted the dance to end that he miglit get rid 
of his partner. The possibility that he too should 
dance with Maggie, and have her hand in his so long, 
was beginning to possess him like a ^irst. But even 
now their liands were meeting in the dance— were 
meeting still to the very end of it, though they were 
far off each otlier. 

Stephen hardly knew what happened, or in what 
automatic way he got through the duties of polite* 
ness in the interval, until lie was free and saw Mag* 
gio seated alone again, at the farther end of the room* 
He made his way towards her round the couples .that 
were forming for tlie waltz, and when Maggie became 
conscious that she was the person ho sought, she felt^ 
in spite of all the thoughts that had ^one before, a 
glowing gladness at heart. Her eyes and cheeks 
were still brightened with her childlike enthusiasm 
in the dance ; her whole frame was set to joy and 
tenderness ; even the coming pain could not seem 
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bitter — sbo was ready to welcome it as a part of life, 
for life at this moment seemed a keen vibrating con- 
scionsness poised above pleasure or pain. This one, 
this last night, she might expand unrestrainedly in 
the warmth of the present, without those chill eating 
thoughts of the past and the future. 

** They’re going to waltz again,” said Stephen, 
bending to speak to heif with that glance and tone 
Of subdued tenderness which young dreams create 
to themselves in the summer woods when low cooing 
voices fill the air. Such glances and tones bring the 
breath of poetry with them into a room that is half- 
stifling with glaring gas and hard flirtation. 

** They are going to waltz again : it is rather 
dizzy work to look on, and the room is very warm. 
Shall wo walk about a little?’^ 

He took her hand and placed it within his arm, 
^ and they walked*on into the sitting-room, where tlie 
tables were strewn with engravings for the accom- 
modation of visitors who would not want to look at 
them. But no visitors were here at this moment. 
They passed on into the conservatory. 

How strange and unreal the trees and flowers 
look with the lights among them,” said Maggie, in 
a low voice. They look as if they belonged to an 
enebahted land, and would never fade away ; — I 
could fancy they were all made of jewels.” 

She was lopbtQg ^t the tier of geraniums as she 
spoke, and Stephen made no answer : but he was 
liking at her — and does not a supreme poet blend 
li|^t and sound into one, calling darkness mute, and 
ligbi eloquent ? Something strangely powerful there 
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was in the light of Stephen s long gaze, for it made 
Maggie^s face turn towards it and look upward at 
it; — slowly, like a flower at the ascending bright- 
ness. And they walked unsteadily on, without feel- 
ing that they were walking — witliout feeling any- 
tliing but that long grave mutual gaze which has 
the solemnity belonging to all deep human passion. 
The hovering thought thaf they must and would 
renounce each other made this moment of mute con* 
fession more intense in rapture. 

But they had reached the end of the conservatory, 
and were obliged to pause and turn. The change of 
movement brought a new consciousness to Maggie : 
she blushed deeply, turned away her head, and drew 
her arm from Stephen’s, going up to some flowers 
to smell them. *Stephen stood motionless, and still 
pale. 

0, may I get this rose ? ’’ said Maggie, making ^ 
a great eflbrt to say something, and dissipate the 
burning sense of irretrievable confession. “ I think 
I am quite wicked with roses — I like to gather them 
and smell them till they have no scent left.*' 

Stephen was mute : he was incapable of putting a 
sentence together, and Maggie bent her arm a little 
upward towards the large half-opened rose that had' 
attracted her. Who has not felt the beauty of a 
woman’s arm ? — the unspeakable suggestions of ten- 
derness that lie in the dimpled elbow, and aQl the 
varied gently-lessening curves down to the doBoale 
wrist, with its tiniest, almost imperceptible nidoi^in 
the Arm softness. A woman’s arm touched the soul of 
a great sculptor two thousand years ago, so tba^ho 
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vmfaghi an image of it for tiie Parthenon which 
moves US still as it clasps lovingly the time-wom 
marble of a headless trunk. Maggie's was such an 
arm as that — and it had the warm tints of life. 

A mad impulse seized on Stephen ; he darted to« 
wards tlie arm, and showered kisses on it, clasping 
the wrist. 

But the next moment Maggie snatched it from 
•him, and glared at him like a wounded war-goddess, 
quivering with rage and ^luiiiiliation. 

“ How dare you she spoke in a deeply-shaken, 
half-smothered voice. “What right have I given 
you to insult mo ? “ 

She darted from him into the adjoining room, and 
threw herself on tho sofa, panting and trembling. 

A horrible punishn^ent was come upon her for 
the sin of allowing a moment s liappincss that was 
treachery to Locy, to Plalip — to her own better 
aoul. That momentary happiness liad been smitten 
with a blight — a leprosy : Stephen thought moiv 
lightly of her than he did of Lucy. 

As for Stephen, he leaned back against the frame- 
work of the conservatory, dizzy with the conflict of 
passions — love,' rage, and confused despair : ’despair 
At his want of self-mastery, and despair that he had 
isffen'ded Maggie. 

The last feeling surmounted every other : to be 
by ber side again and entreat forgiveness was the 
mly thing that had the force of a motive for him^ 
.wA she had not been seated more tlian a few 
^ minutes when'^he came and stood humbly before 
ter. But Maggie's bitter rage was unspent 

■Dm 
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Leave mo to myself, if yon please,” she said, 
with impetuous hauglitiuess, and for the future 
avoid me ” 

Stephen turned away, and walked backwards and 
forwards at the other end of the room. Tliere was 
the dire necessity of gohig back into the dancing- 
room again, and he was beginning to be conscious 
of that. They had been absent so short a time, that 
when 1x0 went in again the waltz was not ended. 

Maggie, too, was not long before she re-entered. 
All the pride of her nature was stung into activity ; 
the hateful weakness which had dragged her within 
reach of this wound to her self-respect, had at 
least wrought its own cure. The thoughts and 
temptations of the last month should all be flung 
away into an iinvisitod chamber of memory ; there 
was nothing to allure her now ; Suty would bo easy, 
and all the old calm purposes would reign peacefully 
once more. She re-entered the drawing-room still 
with some excited brightness in her face, but with a 
sense of proud self-command that defied anything 
to agitate her. She refused to dance again, but she 
talked quite readily and calmly with every one who 
addiessed her. And when they got home that nxght| 
she kissed Lucy with a free heart, almost exulting 
in this scorching moment, which Ijad delivered her 
from the possibility of another word or look that 
would have the stamp of treachery towards that 
gentle, unsuspicious sister. 

The next morning Maggie did not set off tn 
Basset quite so soon as she had dkpected. Her 
mother was to accompany her in the catriitg% 
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and household business could not be despatched 
hastily by Mrs TuUiver. So Maggie, who had been 
in a hurry to prepare herself, had to sit waiting, 
equipped for the drive, in the garden. Lucy ^jas 
busy in the house WTappingjjp some bazaar presents 
for the younger ones at Basset, and when there was 
a lohd ring at the door-bell, Maggie felt some alarm 
lest Lucy should biiug out Stt^pheii to her: it was 
%mQ to be Stephen. 

But presently the visitor* came out into the garden 
alone, and seated himself by her on the garden-chair. 
It was not Stephen, 

We can just catch tho tips of the Scotch firs, 
Maggie, from this seat,’* said Pliilip. 

They had tahen each othei’s liancla in silence, but 
Maggie had looked^at him with a more complete 
revival of the old childlike afTcctionalo smile than 
he had seen before, and he felt encouraged. 

“ Yes,*’ she said, “ I often look at tliem, and wish 
I could see the low sunlight on tho stems again. 
But I have never been that way but once — to the 
churchyard, with my mother.” 

“ I have been there — I go tliere — continually,’* 
said Philip. “ I have nothing but the past to live 
upon.’* 

A keen remembrance and k( cn pity impelled 
Maggie to put her hand in Philip’s. ^J'hey had so 
often walked hand-in-hand ! 

remember ail the spots,” she said — “just 
wkere you told me of particular things — beautiful 
Btdries that I had never heard of before.” 

You will go there again soon — won’t you, Mag- 

TOL. IL 8 
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Baid .Pbilipf getting timid. "Tlie Mill will 
soon be your brother’s home again.*’ ^ 

Yes ; but I shall not be there,” said Maggie* 
** I shall only hear of that happiness. I am going 
away again — Lucy has not told yon, perhaps ?” 

“ Then the future will never join on to the past 
again, Maggie ? That book is quite closed ?” 

The grey eyes that had so often looked up at her 
with entreating worship, looked up at her now, with 
a last struggling ray of hope in them, and Maggie 
met them with her large sincere gaze, 

“ That book never will be closed, Philip,” she 
said, with grave sadness ; “ I desire no future that 
will break the ties of the past. But the tie to 
my brother is one of the strongest. I can do no- 
thing willingly that will divide me always from 
him.” 

“ Is that the only reason that would keep us 
apart for ever, Maggie?” said Philip, with a des- 
perate determination to have a definite answer. 

“ The only reason,” said Maggie, with oalm de- 
cision. And she believed it. At that moment she 
felt as if the enchanted cup had been dashed to the 
ground. The reactionary excitement that gave ber 
a proud self-mastery had not subsided, and she looked 
at the future with a sense of oalm choice. 

They sat hand-in-hand without looking at each 
other or speaking for a few minutes : in Maggie’s 
mind the first scenes of love and ‘parting were more 
present than the actual moment, and she .was loob^ 
ing at Philip in the Red Deeps. 

Philip felt that he ought to have been thoroughly 
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happj in that answer of hers : she was as open 
and transparent os a rook-pool. Why was ho not 
thoroughly happy ? Jealousy is never satisfied with 
anything short of an omniscienoe that would detect 
the subtlest fold of the heart 



CHAPTER XL 

IN THE LANE. 

Maggie had been four days at her aunt Moss’s, giv- 
ing the early June sunshine quite a new brightness 
in the care-dimmed eyes of that affectionate woman, 
and making an epoch for her cousins great and small, 
who were learning her words and actions by heait, as 
if she had been a transient avatar of perfect wisdom 
and beauty. 

She was standing on the causeway W'ith her aunt 
and a group of cousins feeding the chickens, at that 
quiet moment in the life of the farmyard before the 
afternoon milking-time. The great buildings round 
the hollow yard were as dreary and tumble-down as 
ever, but over the old garden-wall the straggling 
rose-bushes were beginning to toss their summer 
weight, and the grey wood and old bricks of the 
house, on its higher level, bad a look of sleepy Sge 
in the broad afternoon sunlight, that suited the 
quiescent time. Maggie, with her bonnet over her 
arm, was smiling down at the hatch of small 
chickens, when her aunt exclaimed — 

Goodness me ! who is that gentleman omnitig ill 
at the gate ?’* 
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It was a gentleman on a* tall bay horse ; and the 
flanks and neck of the horse were streaked black 
with fast riding. Maggie felt a beating at head and 
heart — ^horrible as the sudden leaping to life of a 
savage enemy who had feigned death. 

‘‘Who is it, my dear?’* said Mrs Moss, seeing in 
Maggie’s face the evidence that slie knew. 

“ It is Mr Stephen Guest,” said Maggie, rather 

Taintly. “ My cmjsiii Lucy’s a gentleman who 

is very intimate at my cousin’s.” 

Stephen was already close to them, had jumped o£F 
his horse, and now raised his hat as ho advanced. 

“ Hold the horse, Willy,” said Mrs Moss to the 
twelve-year-old boy. 

“No, thank you,” said Stephen, pulling at the 
horse’s impatiently tossing head. “ I must be 
going again immediately. I have a message to 
deliver to you, Miss Tullivcr — on private busi- 
ness. * May I take tlie liberty of asking you t ? 
walk a few yards with me?” 

He had a half-jaded, half-irritated look, such as a 
man gets when he has been dogged by some care 
or annoyance that makes bis bed and his’ dinner 
;of little use to him. Ho spoke almost abruptly, 
as if his errand were too pressing for him to 
trouble bimself about what would be thought by 
Mrs Moss of his visit and request. Good Mrs 
Moss, rather nervous in the presence of this appar- 
ently haughty gentleman, was inwardly wondering 
whether she would bo doing right or wrong to 
invite him again to leave his horse and walk in, 
when Maggie, feeling all the embarrassment of ihe 
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situation, and unable to say anything, put on W 
bonnet, and turned to walk towards the gate. 

Stephen turned too, and walked by her side, lead* 
ing his horse. 

Not a word was spoken till they were out in the 
lane, and had walked four or five yards, when 
Maggie, wlio had been looking straight before her 
all the while, turned again to walk back, saying,^ 
with haughty resentment — • 

“ There is no need foi me to go any farther. I 
don t know whether you consider it gentlemanly eiad 
delicate conduct to place me in a position that foroed 
me to come out with you — or whether you wished to 
insult me still further by thrusting an interview upon 
mo in this way.’^ 

“ Of course you are angry with me for coming,” 
said Stephen, bitterly. Of course it is of no con- 
sequence what a man has to suffer — it is only yoicr 
woman’s dignity that you care about.” 

Maggie gave a slight start, such as might have 
come from the slightest possible electric shock. 

As if it were not enough that I’m entangled in 
this way — that I’m mad with love for yon— that I 
resist the strongest passion a man can feel, because 
I try to be true to other claims — but you must treat 
me as if I vere a coarse brute, who would willingly 
offend you. And when, if I had my own choice, I 
should ask you to take my hand, and my fortune, 
and my whole life, and do what you liked with 
them ! I know I forgot myself, I lock an un* 
warrantable liberty. I hate myself for having dene 
it, ' But I repented immediately — fve been 
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mg ever since. You ought not to think it un- 
pardonable : a man who loves with his whole soul, 
as I do you; is liable to bo mastered by his feelings 
for a moment ; but you know — you must believe— 
that the worst pain I could have is to have pained 
you — ^that I would give the world to recall the 
error.** 

Maggie dared not speak — dared not turn her 
*head. The strength that had come from resent- 
ment was all gone, aiu^ her lips wore quivering 
visibly. She could not trust herself to utter the 
full forgiveness that rose in answer to that con- 
fession. 

They were come nearly in front of the gate again, 
and she paused, trenjbling. 

‘‘ You must not say theso things — I must not 
bear them,*’ she said, looking down in •misery, as 
Stephen came in front of her, to prevent her from 
going farther towards the gate. “ Ihn very sorry 
for any pain you have to go through ; but it is of 
no use to speak/' 

“ Yes, it is of use,'* said Stephen, impetuously. 
It would be of use if you would treat, me with 
some sort of pity and consideration, instead of doing 
m& vile injustice in your mind. I could bear every- 
thing more quietly if I knew you didn’t hate me for 
anr insolent coxcomb. Look at me — see what ^ 
hunted devil I am: I’ve been riding thirty miles 
every day to. get away from the thought of you.” 

Haggis did not — dared not look. She had 
idready seen the harassed face. But she said^ 
gently — 
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‘‘ I don’t think any evil of you ” 

“Then, dearest, look at me,” said Stephen, in 
deepest, tenderest tones of entreaty, ' “ Don't go 
away from me yet. Oive me a moment’s happiness 
— make me feel you’ve forgiven me.” 

“ Yes, I do forgive you,” said Maggie, shaken by 
those tones, and all the more frightened at her- 
self. “But pray let mo go in again. Pray go 
away.” 

A great tear fell from under her lowered eyelids. 

“ I can’t go away from you — I can't leave yon,” 
said Stephen, witli still more passionate pleading. 
** I shall come back again if you send me away with 
this coldness — I can’t answer for myself. But if 
you will go with mo only a little >vay, I can live on 
that. You seo plainly enough that your anger has 
only made<no ten times more unreasonable.” 

Maggie turned. But Tancred, the bay horse, 
began to make such spirited remonstrances ageunst 
this frequent change of direction, that Stephen, 
catching sight of Willy Moss peeping through the 
gate, called out, “Here! just come and hold my 
horse for five minutes.” 

“ 0 no,” said Maggie, hurriedly, “ my aunt will 
think it so strange,” 

“Never mind,” Stephen answered, impatieritiiy; 
“ they don’t know the people at St Ogg^s. Lead 
him up and down just here, for five minutes, ’’.he 
added to Willy, who was now close to them; and 
then he turned to Maggie’s side, and they walked 
on. It was clear Biat she miLsi go on now. 

“ Take my arm,” said Stephen^ entreaiingly } and 
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ahe took it, feeling all the while as if she were 
sliding downwards in a nightmare. 

“There is no end to this misery/' she began, 
struggling to repel the influence by speech. “ It is 
wicked — base — ever allowing a word or look that 
Lucy — that others might not have seen. Think of 
Lucy/* • 

“ I do tlnnk of her — bless her. If I didn’t ” 

Stephen had laid his hand on Maggie’s that rested 
on his arm, and they both^elt it difficult to speak. 

-^‘And I have other ties/* Maggie wont on, at 
last, with a desperate effort, — “ even if Lucy did 
not exist.” 

“You are engaged to Philip Wakem?” said 
Stephen, hastily. “ Is it so ?” 

“ I consider myself engaged to him — I don’t 
mean to marry any one else.” 

Stephen was silent again until they had turned 
out of the sun into a side lane, all grassy and she^ * 
teredo Then ho burst out impetuously — 

“ It is unnatural — ^it is horrihlo. Maggie, if you 
loved me as I love you, we should throw everything 
else to the winds for the sake of belonging, to each 
other. We should break all these nnstaken ties 
that were made in blindness, and determine to 
marry each other.” 

“ 1 would rather die than fall into that tempta- 
tion/* said Maggie, with deep, slow distinctness — 
all the gathered spiritual force of painful years ^ 
coming to her aid in this extremity. She drew her 
arm from his as she spoke. 

“ Tell me, then, that you don’t care for me/* ho 
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said, almost violently. ‘‘ Tell me that you love 
some one else better.” 

It darted through Maggie's mind that here was a 
mode of releasing herself from outward struggle— to 
tell Stephen that her whole heart was Philipps. But 
her lips would not utter that, and she was silent 
“ If 'you do love me, dearest,'^ said Stephen, 
gently, taking up lior hand again and laying it 
within his arm, “ it is better — is right that we 
should marry each other.t We can’t help the pain 
it will give. It is come upon us without our seek- 
ing: it is natural — it has taken hold of me in spite 
of evoiy effort I have made to resist it. God knows, 
I’ve been tiying to be faithful to tacit engagements, 
and I’ve only made things worse — I’d better have 
given way at first.’’ 

Maggie was silent. If it were not wrong — if she 
were once oopviuoed of that, and need no longer 
beat and struggle against this current, soft and ynt 
strong as the summer stream I 

“ Say ‘ yes,’ dearest,” said Stephen, leaning to 
look entreatingly in her face. What could we 
care about in the whole world beside, if we fee* 
longed to each other?” 

Her breath was on his face — ^his lips wore veiy 
near hers — ^but there was a great dread dwelling in 
his love for her, ^ 

Her lips and eyelids quivered; she opened 
eyes full on his for an instant, like a lovely 
animal timid and struggling under caresses, and 
then tamed sharp round towards home again. 

And after all,” he went on, in an impatient tone^ 
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trying to defeat his own scruples as well as hers, ** I 
am breaking no positive engagement : — if Luoy's 
affections had been withdrawn from me and given 
to some one else, 1 should have felt no right to 
assert a claim on her. If you are not absolutely 
pledged to Pliilip, we are neither of us bound.” 

You don’t believe that — it is not your real feel- 
ing,” said Maggie, earnestly. “ You feel, os I do, 
that the real tie lies in the feelings and expectations 
wo have raised in other Ininds. Else all pledges 
might be broken, when there was no outward 
penalty. There would be no such thing as faith- 
fulness.” 

Stephen was silent: he could not pursue that 
argument j the opposite conviction had wrought 
in him too strongly through his previous time of 
struggle. But it soon presented itself in a new form. , 

“The pledge cant bo fulfilled,” he^said, with im- 
petuous insistanco. “ It is unnatural : wo can only 
pretend to give ourselves to any one else. There is 
wrong in that too — ^thero may be misery in it for 
them as well as for us. Maggie, you must see t}iat 
—you do see that.” 

' He was looking eagerly at her face for the least 
sign ^ of compliance ; his large, firm, gentle g^asp 
was on her hand. She was silent for a few mo- 
ments, with her eyes fixed on the ground ; then she 
drew a deep breath, and said, looking np at him 
with sdlemn sadness — » 

“ 0 it is difficult — ^life is very difficult ! It seems 
right to me sometimes that we should follow ^ur 
strongest feeling ; — ^but then, such feelings contlnu- 
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ally come across the ties that all our former life has 
made for us — the tics that have made others depen* 
dent on us— and would cut them in two. If life 
were quite easy atid simpIC) as it might have been 
in paradise, and we could always see tliat one being 
first towards whom /. . . I mean, if life did not 
make duties for us before love comes, love would 
bo a sign that two people ought to belong to each 
other. But I see — I feel it is not so now : there are 
things we must renounce' in life : some of us must 
resign love. Many things are difficult and dark to 
me ; but I see one thing quite clearly — that I must 
not, cannot, seek my own happiness by sacrificing 
othei*s. Love is natural ; but surely pity and faith- 
fulness and memory are natural too. And they 
would live in me still, and punish me if I did not 
obey them. I should be haunted by the sufiFering I 
had caused. Our love would be poisoned. Don't 
urge me ; help me — help me, because I love you.” 

Maggie had become more and more earnest as shQ 
wont on ; her face had become flushed, and her eyes 
fuller and fuller of appealing love, Stephen had the 
fibre of nobleness in him that vibrated to her appeal; 
but in the same moment — how could it be otherwise? 
— that pleading beauty gained new polrer over him. 

Dearest,” he sai^ in scarcely more than a whis* 
per, while his arm stole rpund her, “ I'll do, Fil bear 
anything you wish. But — one kiss — one — ^the last 
— ^before we part.” 

One kiss — and then a long look^until Maggie 
said, tremulously, Let me go— let us make baste 
back.” 
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She *liumo4 along^ and not another word was 
spoken. Stephen stood still and beckoned when 
they*oame within sight of Willy and the horse, and 
Maggie went on through the gate. Mrs Moss was 
standing alone at the door of the old porch : she had 
BQiit all the cousins in, with kind thoughtful nesSk 
It might be a joyful thing that Maggie had a rich 
and handsome lover, but she would naturally fool 
embarrassed at coming in again : — and it might not 
be joyful- In either ca8<?, Mrs Moss waited anxi- 
ously to receive Maggie by herself. The speaking 
face told plainly enough that, if there was joy, it was 
of a very agitating dubious sort. 

** Sit down here a bit, iny dear.^* Slie drew Mag- 
gie into the porch, and sat down on the bench by 
her; — tliere was no privacy in the house. 

“0 aunt Gritty, I’m very wretched. I wish I 
could have died when I was fifteen. It seemed so 
easy to give things up then — it is so hard now,” 

The poor child threw her arms round her aunt’s 
neok, and fell into long, deep sobs. 



CHAPTEB Xn. 

A FAMILY PABTY. 

Maggie left her good aunt Gritty at the end of tlie 
week, and went to Ganim Fire to pay her visit to 
aunt Pullet according to agreement. In the mean 
time very unexpected things had happened, and 
thei*e was to bo a family party at Garum to discuss 
and celobi ato a change in the fortunes of the Tulli* 
vers, which was likely finally to carry away the 
shadow of their demerits like the last limb of an 
eclipse, and cause their hitherto obscured virtues to 
shihe forth in full-rounded splendour. It is pleasant 
to know that a now ministry just come into office 
are not the only fellow-men who enjoy a period of 
high appreciation and full-blown ehlogy : in many 
respectable families throughout this realm, relatives 
becoming creditable meet with a similar cordiality 
of recognition, whioli, in its fine freedom from the 
ot^rcion of any antecedents, suggests the hopeful 
possibility that wc may some day without any 
notice find ourselves in full millennium, with cockof 
tnces who have ceased to bite, and wolves that nd 
longer show their teeth with any but the blaiidest 
intentions. . 
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Lucy came bo early as to have the start even of 
aunt Glegg; for she longed to have some undis- 
ttirbod talk with Maggie about the wonderful news. 
It seemed — did it not? said Lucy, with her prettiest 
air of wisdom — as if everything, even other people^s 
misfortunes (poor creatures I) were oon^iring now 
to make poor dear aunt Tolliver, and cousin Tom, 
and haughty Maggie too, if she were not obstinately 
Bent on the contrary, as happy as they deserved to 
be after all their troubles,* To thiiik that the very 
day— the t'ery 'day — after Tom had come back from 
Newcastle, that unfortunate young Jetsome, whom 
Mr Wakem had placed at the mill, had been pitched 
off his horse in a drunken fit, and was lying at St 
Ogg's in a dangerous state, bo that Wakem had sig- 
nified his wish that the new purchasers should enter 
on the premises at once I It was very dreadful for 
that unhappy young man, but it did seem as if the 
misfortune had happened then, rather tlian at any 
other time, in order that cousin Tom might all the 
sooner have the fit reward of his exemplary conduct 
—papa thought so very highly pf him. Aunt Tul- 
liver must certainly go to the Mill now, anji keep 
house for Tom : that was rather a loss to Lucy in the 
miitter of household comfort ; but then, to think of 
poor aunty being in her old place again, and gradu- 
ally getting comforts about her there ! 

On this last point Lucy had lier cunning projects, 
and when she and Maggie had made tlieir dangerous 
Way down the bright stairs into the handsome par^ 
lour, where the very sunbeams seemed cleaner than 
elsewhere, she directed her manoeuvres, as any othei:. 
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grdat tactician would Lave done, against the weaker 
side of the enemy. 

“ Aunt Pullet,” elie said, seating herself on the 
sofa, and caressingly adjusting that lady’s floating 
oap-stringi “ I want you to make up your mind what 
linen and things you will give Tom towards house- 
keeping ; because you’rfer' always so generous — ^you 
give finch nice things, you know ; and if you set the 
example, aunt Glegg will follow.” 

“That she never can,tmy dear,” said Mrs Pullet^ 
with unusual vigour, “for she hasn’t got thelinen 
to follow suit wi’ mine, I can tell you. She’d niver 
the taste, not if she’d spend the money. Big checks 
and live things, like stags and foxes, all her table- 
linon is — not a spot nor a diamont among ’em. But 
it’s poor work, dividing one’s linen before one dies 
— I iiivcr thought to ha’ done that, Bessy,” Mrs Pul- 
let continued, shaking her head and looking at her 
sister Tulliver, when you hnd me chose the double 
diamont, the first flax iver we’d spun — and the Lord 
knows where yours is gone.” 

“ I’d no choice, Pm sure, sister,” said poor Mrs 
TuUivor, accustomed to consider herself in the 
light of an accused person. “I’m sure it waa 
no wish o’ mine, iver, as I should lie awake o’ 
nights thinking o' my best bleached linen all over 
the country,” 

“Take a peppermint, Mrs Tulliver,” said ande 
Pullet, feeling that he was offering a cheap andi 
wholesome form of comfort, which he was teconx*^ 
mending by example. 

“0 but, aunt Pullet,” said Lucy, “yorfvesbiniioh 
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beaEtifttl linen. And suppose you had had daugh- 
ters ! Then you must have divided it, when they 
were married.” 

*^Well, I don’t say as I won't do it,” said Mrs 
Pullet, **ftr now Tom's so lucky, it's nothing but 
right liis friends should look on him and help him. 
There's the table-cloths bought at your sale, 
Bessy; it was nothing but good-natur o' ino (o buy 
'em, for they've been lying in the chest ever since. 
But I’m not going to give^iMaggie any more o’ my 
Indy muslin and thifigs, if she’s to go into service 
again, when sho ipight stay and keep mo company, 
and do my sewing for rno, if she wasn't wanted at 
her brother’s.” 

“Going into service” was the expression by which 
the Dodson mind represented to itself the position 
^of teacher or governess, and Maggie’s r(?tnm to that 
menial condition, now circumstances offered her more 
eligible prospects, was Iik<*ly to bu a sore point with 
all her relatives, l)esides Lucy. Maggie in her crude 
form, with her hair down her hack, and altogether 
in a state of dubious promise, was a most undesirable 
niece ; but now, sbe was capable of being at once 
ornamental and useful. Tlie subject was revived in 
aunt ^>nd# uncle Glegg’s presence, over the tea and 
muffins. 

“Hegh, heglil” said Mr Glogg, good-naturedly 
patting Maggie on the back, “ nonsense, nonsense 1 
Don’t let us hear of you taking a place again, Mng- 
gie. Why, you must ba’ picked up half-a-dozen 
sweethearts at the bazaar: isn't there one of 'em 
the right sort of article ? Come, now ?*' 
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Mr Glogg,” Bai<l his wife, with that shade of in- 
creased politonesB in her severity which she always 
put on with her crisper fronts, “youll excuse me, 
but yon ro far too light for a man of ^our years. 
It’s respect and duty to her aunts, and xhe rest of 
Lor kill as are so good to her, should have kept my 
niece from fixing about going away again without 
consulting us — not sweethearts, if I’m to use such a 
word, though it was never beared in my family.” 

“ Why, what did they call ns, when we went to 
see *om, then, eh, noighbonr Pullet ? They thought 
us sweet enough then,” said Air Glegg, winking 
pleasantly, while Air Pullet, at the suggestion of 
BW’oetnosa, took a little more siigoi^ 

“ Air Glegg,” said Airs G., “ if you’re going to be 
undelicate, let mo know.” 

“ La, Jane, your husband’s only joking,” said Mrs^ 
Pullet ; ‘‘ lot him joke while he’s got health and 
strength. There’s poor Air Tilt got his mouth 
diawu all o’ one side, and couldn^t laugh if he was 
to try.” 

“ I'll trouble you for the mufiBneer, then, Mr 
Glegg/^ said Mrs G., “ if I may bo so bold to in- 
ternipt your joking. Though it’s other people must 
see the joke in a niece’s putting a slight dn her 
mother’s oldest sister, as is the head o’ the family ; 
and only coming in and out on short visits, all the 
time she’s been in the town, and then settling to go 
away without my knowledge— as I'd laid caps out on 
purpose for her to make ^em up for me, — and me as 

have divided my money so equal ” 

“ Sister,” Mrs Tulliver broke in, anxiously, 
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sure Maggie never thought o' going away without 
staying at your house as well as the others. Not as 
it's uiy wish she should go away at all — hut quile 
contraiiy. I’m sure Fm innocent. Tvo said over 
and over again, *My dear, you've no call to go away.' 
But there's ton days or a fortnight Maggie 11 have 
before she’s fixed to go : she cun stay at your house 
just as well, and III step in when I can, and so will 
liiicy." 

Bossy,'* said Mrs Olc^gt “ if you'd exercise a 
little" more thought, yon might know I should hardly 
think it W'as worth wdiilo to unpin a hod, and go to 
all that trouble now, just at the end o’ the time, when 
our house isn’t abbvo a quarter of an hour’s w'ullc from 
Mr Deane's. She can come the first thing in tlio morn- 
ing, and go back the last at night, and bo thankful 
she’s gf»t a good aunt no close to her to coino and sit 
with. 1 know I should, wljon I was lior age.” 

“La, Jane,” said Mrs Pulli't, “it’iid do your beds 
good to have somebody to sleej) iii ’i ni. llicre's that 
stri{)ed room smells clrcatlful mouldy, and the glass 
mildewed like anything. Tin sure 1 tlnmghtl should 
be struck with death when you took nui in.” , 

“ 0, there is Tom 1” exclaimed Lucy, clupjihig her 
bands. “ He’s come on 8indl)ad, as I told liiin. 1 
was afraid he was not going to keep his proujise.” 

Maggie jumped up to kiss I'oin as ho entered, willi 
strong feeling, at this first meeting since the prospect 
of returning to the Mill had been opened to him ; and 
she kept his hand, leading him to the chair by htir 
side. To have no cloud between herself and Tom 
.was still a perpetual yearning in her, that had its 
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root deeper than all change. Ho smiled ai her very 
kindly this evening, and said, Well, Magsm, bow s 
aunt Moss ? ” 

Come, come, sir,*' said Mr Glegg, putting out his 
hand. Why, you’re such a big man, you carry all 
before you, it seoins. You’re come into your luck a 
good deal earlier than us old folks did — ^Imt I wish 
you joy, I wish you joy. “ You’ll get the Mill all 
for your own again, some day, I’ll be bound. You 
won’t stop half-way up tire hill.’^ 

“ Ilut 1 hope lie’ll bcjir in mind as it’s his molher’s 
family as ho owes it to," said Mrs Glegg. “ If he 
liadn’t had them to take after, he’d ha’ been poorly 
off. There w'as never any failures, nor lawing, nor 
wastefulness our* family — no»<‘ dying without 
wills 

‘‘ No, nor sudden deaths,” said aunt Pullet; ^^allays 
the doctor called in. But Tom had the Dodson skin : 

1 said that from the first. And I don’t know what you 
mean to do, sister Glegg, but I mean to give him a 
table-clot li of all ?ny three biggest sizes but one, be- 
sides slieets. I don’t say what more I shall do; but 
that I shall do, and if I should die to-morrow, MrPul-^ 
let, you’ll bear it in mind — tliougli you’ll be blunder- 
ing w'itli tlio keys, and never remember as that on 
tlio Uiird shelf o' the left-hand wardrobe, behind the 
night-caps with the broad ties — not the natxow-friUed 
uus— the key o’ the drawer in the felue Boom, where 
the key o’ the Blue Closet is, "You’ll make a mistake^ 
and I shall niver be worthy to know it. You’ve a 
memory for my pills and draughts, wonderful — ID , 
allays say that of you— but you’re lost atnotig flje 
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keys.” This gloomy prospect of the confusion tliat 
would ensue on her decease, was very affecting to 
Mrs Pullet. 

* You cairy it too far, Sophy — that locking in and 
out,” said Mrs Qlegg, in a tone of some disgust at 
this folly. “You go beyond your own family. There’s 
nobody can say I don’t lock up ; but I tlo what’s rea- 
sonable, and no more. And as for tho linen, I shall 
look out wliat’s serviceable, to make a present of to 
my nephey t Fve got cloth* as has never been whit- 
tened, better worth liaving than other people’s lino 
Holland ; and I hope lie’ll lie down in it and think of 
his aunt.” 

Tom thanked Mrs Glegg, but evaded any piomiso 
to meditate nightly on her virtues f and Mr Glogg 
effected a diversify for him by a^king about Mr 
Deane’s intentions concerning steam. 

Lucy had had her far-sighted views in begging 
Tom to come on Sindbad. It appeared, wlien it wa^ 
time to go home, that tho inaTi-servant was to ride 
the horse, and cousin Torn was t6 drive home liin 
mother and Lucy. “ You must sit by yourself, 
aunty,” said that contriving young lady, “ because 
I must sit by Tom; I’ve a great deal to say to 
him.” 

In the eagerness of her affectionate anxiety for 
Maggie, Lucy cojjld not persuade herself to defer a 
conversation about her with Torn, who, she thought, 
with such a cup of joy before him as this rapid fulfil- 
ment of his wish about the Mill, must become pliant 
and flexible. Her nature supplied her with no key 
to Tom’s y and she was puzzled as well as pmned 
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to notice the nnpleaHant change on his countenance 
when she gave him the histoTy of the way in which 
Philip had used liis influence witli his father. She 
had counted on this revelation as a great stroke of < 
policy, which w^as to turn Tom’s heart towards Philip 
at <mce, and, besides that, prove that the elder Wakeiu 
was icady to receive Muggie with all the honours of 
a daughter-in-law. Nothing was wanted, then, but 
for dear Torn, who always had that pleasant smile 
when ho looked at coiisih Lucy, to turn completely 
round, say tlio opposite of vvliat he had always said 
before, and d('-claie that he, for his part, \va8 dclightijd 
that ail lh(^ old grievances should be healed, and that 
Maggie should have Philip with all suitable despatch : 
in cousin liucy’s^opinion nothing could be easier. 

Put to minds strongly marked by the positive and 
negative qualities that create severity — strength of 
will, conifcious rectitude of purpose, narrownosa of 
imagination and intellect, great power of self-control, 
and a dispositioa to exert control over otliers — pre- 
judices come as the natural food of tendencies which 
can get no sustenmico out of that complex, fragmen- 
tary, doubt-provoking knowledge winch we call truth. 
liOt a prejudice bo bequeathed, carried in the air, 
adopted by hearsay, caught in through tlie eye— 
however it may come, these minds wiU pve it a 
habitation : it is something to assert strongly and. 
bravely, something to fill up the void of spontaneous 
ideas, something to impose on others with the au- 
thority of conscious right : it is at once a stal^and a 
baton. Every prejudice that will answer these pur- 
poses is self-evident Our good upright Tom TttlK- 
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ver’s mind was of this class : his inward criticism of 
his fatlier's faults did not prevent liim from adopting 
his father’s prejudice ; it was a prejudice against a 
man of lux principle and lax life, and it was a ineot- 
ing'point for all the disappointed feelings of family 
and personal pride. Other feelings added’ their force 
to produce Tom's bitter repugnance to Tljilip, and to 
Maggie's union witli him; and notwitbsiaiulingLncy’s 
power over her strong-willed cousin, she got nothing 
but a cold refusal ever to sanction such a marriage : 
“ but bf course Maggie could do as slio liked — she 
liad declared her determination to bo indepondont. 
For Tom's part, he held himself bound by his duty 
to his father’s memory", and by every manly feeling, 
never to consent to any relation with the Wakems." 

Thus, all that Lucy had oiroctocf hy her Z(*alou» 
mediation was to 1511 Toni's mind with tlio expec- 
tation that Maggie's pcivei'so resolve to go into a 
situation again, would presently metainorj)hoHe 
as herresolyos were apt to do, into soiiicthing o(pian^ 
perverse, but entirely difl’erent — a marriage with 
Philip Wakem. 



CHAPTER XTII. 

% 

DORNE ALONC\ BY THE TIDE. 

In less than a week Maggie was at St Ogg’s again, 
— outwardly in much the same position as when her 
visit tliere had just begun. It was easy for her to 
fill her mornings apart from Lucy without any ob- 
vious eflbiii ; for she had her promised visits to pay 
to her aunt CJlegg, audit was natural that she should 
give her »other more tlian usual of her conipanion- 
fihip in tliese last weeks, especially as there were 
preparations to be thought of for Tom's J^ousekeep- 
iug. But Lucy would hear of no pretext for her 
remaining away in the evenings : she must always 
come f\;om aunt Olegg's flSbfore dinner — “ else what 
shall I have of you?*’ said Lucy, with a tearful pout 
that could not be resisted. And Mr Stephen Ghiest 
Imd unaccountably taken to dining at Mr Deane’s 
as often as possible, instead of avoiding lhat| as he 
used to do. • At first he began his mornings with n 
resolution tl\at he would not dine there^ — notavfin 
go in the ef'ening^ till Maggie was away. He 
even devised a plah of starting off on a journey in 
this agreeable June weather: the headaches whiob 
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be had oonstanlty been alleging as a ground for 
stupidity and silence were a sufficient ostensible 
motive. But the journey was not taken, dbd by the 
fourth morning no distinct resolution was formed 
about the ovoninga : tliey wore only foreseen as 
times when Maggie would still be present for a little 
while — when one more touch, one more glance, might 
^be snatched. For, why not? There was nothing 
to conceal between them : they knew — they had 
confessed their love, and*they had renounced each 
other : they were going to part. Honour and con- 
science were going to divide them: Maggie, with 
that appeal fronr her inmost soul, had decided it ; 
but surely they might cast a lingering look at each 
other across the gulf, before they turned away never 
to look again till tliat strange fight had for over 
faded out of their eyes. • 

Maggie, all this time, moved about wfth a quies- 
cence and even torpor of manner, so contrasted with 
her ubu 4 fitful brightness and ardour, that Lui y 
would have had to seek some other cause for such 
a change, if she had nqj been convinced that the 
position in which ’Maggie stood between Philip and 
ther brother, and the prospect of her self- imposed 
wearisome banishment, were quite enough to account 
for a large amount of depression. But under this 
totpor there was a fierce battle of emotions, such as 
Maggie in all her life of struggle had never known 
or foreboded : it seemed to^ her as if ijdl the worst 
evil in her bad lain in ambuslf till now, and had 
suddenly started up full-armed, with hideous, over- 
powering strength ! There were moments in which 
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a cruel gelfifilmess seemed to be getting possession of 
her: why should not Lucy — why should not Philip 
suffer ? She had liad to suffer tlirough many years 
of her life; and who had renounced anything for 
her? And when something like tliat fulness of ex- 
isteiice — love, wealth, ease, refinement, all that her 
nature craved — was brought witliiri her reach, why 
W'as slie to forego it, that another might have it — ^ 
another, wdio p(Tluips needed it Jess ? But amidst 
all this new passionate tfimult there were the old 
voices making tliemsolves heard with rising power, 
till, from time to time, the tumult somnod quelled. 
Was that existence which tempted her the full exist- 
ence she dreamed ? Where, then, would bo all the 
memories of early striving — all the deep pity for an- 
other’s ])ain, wliicli had been nurtured in her through 
years of fdfeetion and hardship — all the divine presen- 
timent of som^otliing higher than mere personal enjoy- 
ment, wdiioh had made the sacredness of life? She 
might as well hope to enjoy w^alking by maiming her 
feet^ as hope to enjoy an existence in which she set 
out by maiming the faith aud sympathy that were the 
best organs of her soul* And then, if pain were so 
hard to Jkr^ what was it to others? — “Ah,- Godl 
preserve me from inflicting — give mo strength to 
bear it.’* — How had she sunk into this struggle with 
a temptation that she would once have thought her- 
self as seoiire from, as from de^berato crime ? When 
was that first hateful moment iu which she had heen 
conscious of a feeling that clashed with her truth, 
affection, atid gratitude, and had not shaken it from 
her with horror, as if it had been a loathsome 
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—And yet, since tliifi slrango, STveet, subcluing influ- 
ence did not, should not, conquer her — since it was 

to remain simply her own suffering her 

mind was meeting Stephen’s in that thought ol his, 
that they might still snatch raomonts •of mute coii- 
fession before the parting came. For was not lie 
Bufforing too? Sho saw it daily — saw it in the 
qickened look of fatigue witli which, as soon as he . 
was not compelled to exert hiniHeff, he relapse<l into 
indifference towards everylhing but tho possibility 
of w^atching 'bor. Could she refuse BOinetiiiies to 
answer that beseeching look which she felt to he 
following her like a hnv murmur of love and pain? 
She refused it less and less, till at last the evening 
for them both was sometimes incule of a moment's 
mutual gaze : tliey thought of it till it came, and 
when it liad come, they tltought of nolhiug else. 
One other thing Stejjheu secuned now^and then to 
care for, and tliat was, to sing: it was a way of 
Bpealdng to Maggie. Peihaps ho was not distinctly 
conscious that he w’iwi impelled tn it by a secret long- 
jiigi— .running counter to all bis sedf-confeasod resolves 
— to deepGii the hold he had on her. Watch your 
own speech, and notice how it is guided by your less 
cohBoious purposes, and you will understand that 
oontradictionjin Stephen. 

Philip Wakem was a less frequent visitor, but ho 
came occasionally in ti^e evening, and it happened 
that he was tliere when Lucy said, as they sat out 
oh the lawn, near sunset — 

Now Maggie’s tale of visits to annt Glegg is 
completed, I mean that we Bhall go out boating 
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every day until fibe goes. She has not had half 
enough boating because of these tiresome visits, 
and she likes it better than anything. Don't you, 
Maggie?” 

“ Bettor tlyin any sort of locomotion, 1 hope you 
moan,” said Tliilip, smiling at Maggie, who was 
lolling backward in a low garden -chair, “ else she 
will be selling her soul to that ghostly boatman wh^ 
haunts tlio Floss — only for the sake of being drifted 
in a boat for ovor.’^ ^ 

“ Should you like to be her boatman said Lucy. 
“ Because, if you would, you can come with us and 
take an oar. If the Floss were but a quiet lake in- 
stead of a river, we should bo independent of any 
gentleman, for Maggie can row splendidly. As it 
is, we aie reduced to ask services of knights and 
squires, who do not seem to offer them with great 
alacrity.” 

She looked playful reproach at Stephen, who was 
sauntering up and doun, and was just singing in 
pianissimo falsetto — 

“ Tho thirst that from th© soul doth riae, 
l>oth nsk a drixik cUvine/* 

He took no notice, but still kept aloof : he had done 
so frequently during Philip's recent visits. 

“ You don’t seem inclined for boating,” said Lucy, 
w*hen he came to sit down by her on the bench. 
“ Doesn’t rowing suit you now ?” 

“ 0, I hate a large party in a boat,” he said, 
almost irritably. 111 come when yon have no one 
else.” ■ 
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Lucy coloured, fearing that Philip would be hurt: 
it was quite a new thing for Stephen to speak in that 
way; but he had certainly not been well of late. 
Philip coloured too, but less from a feeling of per- 
sonal ofifeucu than from a vague suspioion that Ste- 
phen's moodiness had some relation to Maggie, who 
had started up from her chair as ho spoke, and had 
walked towards the hedge of laurels to look at tlio 
descending sunlight on the rhor. 

“As Miss Deane didn’t Vnow she was excluding 
others by inviting me,” said Philip, “ I am bound to 
resign.” 

“No, indeed, you shall not,'* said Lucy, much 
vexed. “ I particularly wish for your conipany to- 
morrow. The tide will suit at half-past ten : it will 
bo a delicious time for a couple of hours to row to 
Luckretli and walk back, before the suti g(ds too liot. 
And how can you ohjocjt to four people in a boat?” 
she added, looking at Stephen. 

“I don’t object to the people, but the number,’’ 
said Stephen, who had recovered himself, and w^as 
rather ashamed of his rudenesH. “ If I voted for 
a fourth at all, of course it would bo you, Phjl. But 
we won’t divide the pleasure of escorting the ladies; 
well take it alternately. PH go the next day.” 

This incident had the effect of drawing Philip’s 
attention with freshened solicitude towards Steplien 
and Maggie; but when tlmy re-entered the lionse, 
music was proposed, and Mrs Tullivor and Mr Deane 
being occupie^l with cribbage, Maggie sat apart near 
the table where the books and work were placed-— 
doing nothing, however, but listening abstractedly to 
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the made. Stephen presently turned to a duet which 
lie insisted tliat Lucy and Philip should sing; he had 
often done th(^ same thing before ; but this evening 
Philip thoiiglit ho divined some double intention in 
every word and look of Stephen's, and watched hipi 
keenly — angry with himself all the while for tliis clin^ 
ing snspicion. For had not Maggie virtually denied 
any ground for his doubts on her side? and she was 
truth itself : it was impossible not to believe her word 
arid glance wlnm they had last spoken together in 
the gardiui. Stephen might be strongly faseinaWl by 
4lGr (wliat was more natural?), but Philip felt him- 
self rather base for intruding on what must be bis 
friend’s painful socrot. Still, be watched. Stephen, 
moving away from the piano, sauntered slowly to- 
wards the table near which Maggie sat, and turned 
over the newspapers, apparently in mere idleness. 
Tlion lie seated liiinself with his back to the piano, 
dragging a newspaper under his elbow, and tlimst- 
ing liis band througb bis hair, as if lie had been 
attracted by some bit of local news in tlie Laceham 
Courier. He was in reality looking at Maggie, who 
bad not taken the slightest notice of bis approach. 
She had always additional strength of resistance 
when Philip was present, just as we can restrain 
our speech better in a spot that wo feel to be 
hallowed. But at last she heard the word “ dearest” 
uttered in tlie softest tone of pained entreaty, like 
that of a patient who asks for something that ought 
to have been gi\Tn without asking. She had 
hea d that word since the moments in the lime at 
Basset, when it had come from Stephen again and 
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agaiUf almost as involuntarily as if it had beon an 
inarticulate cry. Philip could hear no word, but ho 
had moved to tlie opposite side of the piano, and 
could see Maggie start and blush, raise lier eyes 
an instant towards Stephon^s face, but iuimodiatoly 
^ook apprehensively towards himsedf. It was not 
evident to her that Philip had observed her ; but a 
pang of shame, under the sense of this concealment, 
*iriado her move from her chair and walk to her 
mothers side to watch the* game at cribbago, 

Philip went homo soon after in a state of hideous 
doubt mingled with wretched certainty. It w'as ita- 
possible for him now to resist the conviction that there 
was some mutual consciousness betwet*n Stoidjcn and 
Maggie; and for half the night liisinitable, suscep- 
tible nerves were pressed upon abnost to frenzy 
by tliat one wretched fact : ho couM attempt no ex- 
planation that would reconcile it witli In r wouls and 
actions, When, at last, the n(3ed for Ijclief in Maggie 
rose to its luibitual predominance, lie w'as not lo: g 
in imagining tbe truth : — she AvaR struggling, sbo 
w'as banishing herself — this was the cine to all be 
had seen since his return. Put athwart that belief 
there camo other possibilities that would riot bo 
driven out of sight. Jlis imaginati( a wrongbt out 
the whole story : Stephen waft madly in love with 
her ; ho must liave told her so ; slio had rejected 
him, and was hurrying away. But would he give 
her iip, knowing — Philip felt the fact with heart- 
crashing despair — tliat she was made half helpless 
by her feeling towards him ? 

When the morhing camo, Philip was too ill to 
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tliink of keeping his engagement to go in the boat. 
Fa Lis present agitation he could decide on nothing: 
he could only alternate between contradictory inten- 
tions, First, ho thought Ite must have an interview 
with Maggie, and i‘ntr<‘at her to confide hi him; then 
again, he distrusted liis own interference. Had he*** 
not been thrusting himself on Maggie all along? 
Slio had uttered words long ago in her young ignor- 
ance ; it was enough to make her hate him that 
these should be eontinmdly present with her as 
IkukI. And had he aiiy right to ask her for a revela- 
tion of feelings wdiich she had evidtjntly intended to 
ivilhliold from him ? He would not timt himself to 
see her, till Jio had assured himself that he could 
act from j»ure anxiety for her, and not from egoistic 
irritation. Ho wrote a brief note to Stephen, and 
sent it early by tlio servant, saying that ho was not 
well enough to fulfil his engagement to Miss Deano. 
IVonld Stephen take his excuse, and fill his place ? 

liuey had arranged a charming plan, which liad 
made her quite content with Stephci/s refusal to go 
in the boat. She disem ered that her father was to 
diivo to Lindnm tliis morning at ten : Lindnm was 
tile very jdace sIio w^anted t<» go to, to make pur- 
chases — important purchase,*--, which must by no 
means be put ofl' to another opjiortunity ; and aunt 
Tiillivcr must go too, because slie was concerned in 
some of the purchases. 

“You will have your row in the boat just the 
same, you know/* she said to Maggie when they 
w'ent out of the lireakfast-room and up-stairs to- 
gether ; “ Philip will be hero at half-past and 
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it is a delioions tnornirig. Now, don’t say a word 
agaltist it, you dear dolorous thing. What is the 
use of my being a Ikiry godmother, if you set your 
face against all the wonders I work for you ? Don’t 
think of awful cousin Tom : you may disobey him a 
Kttle.” 

Maggie did not persist in objecting. She was 
almost glad of the plan ; for perhaps it would bring 
her some sirongth and calrnnoss to be alone with 
Philip again : it was like revisiting the scone of a 
quieter life, in which the very stnigglos were repose, 
coivij>ared with the daily tumult of the present. She 
prepared hcraelf for the boat, and at half-past ton 
sat waiting in the drawing-room. 

The ring of the door-bell was punctual, and sho 
W’as thinking with half-sad, aflcctionato pleasure of 
the surprise Philip would have in finding that he 
>vas to 1)0 with Ikt alone, wln n sho distinguislicd a 
firm rapid step across the hall, that was certainly 
not Philip’s : the door opened, and Stophen Guest 
entered. 

In the first moment they were both too much 
agitated to speak ; for Stephen Ijad learned from 
the servant that the others were gone out. Maggie 
had started up and sat down again, willi her heart 
beating violently; and Stephen, throvving down his 
cap and gloves, came and sat by her in silence. Sho 
thought Pliilip would be coming soon ; and with 
great efiTort — for slio tiemhlod visibly — she rose to 
go to a distant cliair. 

He is not coming,” said Stephen, in a low tone, 
“ / am going in the boat.” 

VOL. n. u 
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0, WO can’t go," aaid Maggie, sinking into her 
cliair again. “ Lucy did not exj)ect — she would be 
hurt. Wiiy is not Philip come ? " 

Ho is not well; lio asked me to come instead." 

“ Luc-y ia gone to Lindoni," said Maggie, taking 
f)ir lj«>r bonnet, with hurried, trembling fingers. We 
must not go." 

“ Very well," said Stephen, dreamily, looking at 
her, as ho rested his ami on the hack of his chair. 
“ Then we ll stay here." ^ 

Ho was l(u)kiiig into her deep, de(‘x> eyes— fer-ofF 
and mysterious us tins starlit bhickncHs, and yet very 
near, and timidly loving. JIaggie sat perfectly still 
— peihapR fur moments, perhaps for minutes — until 
the lu‘lj)losH trembling hud ceased, and there w^as a 
vviirm gl<AV on her check. 

'I’lio man is waiting — he lias taken the cushions," 
slio said. ‘‘ Will you go and tell him V " 

“ What filial I I tell him ? " said Stephen, almost in 
a whisper. Ho was looking at the lips now. 

Maggie made no answer. 

“ Let us go, ' Stephen murmured, entreatingly^ 
rising, and taking her hand to raise her too. "We 
shall not bo long togotlicr." 

And they went. Maggie felt that she was be- 
ing led down the garden among the roses, being 
helped with firm tender care into the boat, having 
*the cushion and cloak arranged for her foet^ and her 
parasol opened for her (which she had forgotten)— 
all by tliis stronger presence that seemed to bear her 
^long without any act of her own will, lihe the added 
self which comes with the sudden exalting infloance 
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of a strong tonic — and she felt nothing else. Memoiy 
wa% excluded. 

Tlioy glided rapidly along, Stephen rowing, helped 
by the backward-flowing tide, past the Tofron trees 
and houses — on between the silent sniiny fields and 
pastures, which soenied filled witli a natural* joy that 
bad no reproach theirs. Tlio breath of tlio young, 
unwearied day, the delioious rliylbmio dip of the oaj-s, 
ho. fragmentary song of a passing bird heard nowand 
tiien, as if it were only tlm overflowing of hriin-full 
glaAiess, the sweet solitude nf a twofold conscioiiH- 
in‘S8 that was mingled into one }»y that grave nntir-^ 
ing gaze whicli need not be averted— wliat elso could 
there bo in their minds for the first hour? Sorno 
1 <jw, subdued, languid cxolamAtion td‘ love oamo 
from 8toplicn from time to time, as lie wont on 
rowing idly, half initoinsticully ; otlitTvuse, they 
spoke no word ; for what could words have bt^en 
but an inlet to tluuight? and tliought cliil no^ bf'- 
long to that enchanted haze in which th(;y W'erc 
enveloped — it belonged to the past and the future 
that lay outside the haze. Maggie was only dimly 
conscious e-f the banks, as they p?iHHed them, and 
<lwelt with no niengnitiou on the villsges : she knew 
tbei*e were several to be passed ladore they reached 
Luckreth, where they always stopped ami left the 
boat. At all times slie was so lialdo to fits of 
absence, that she was likely enough to let her 
way-marks pass unnoticed. 

But at last Stephen, who had been rowing more 
and more idly, ceased to row, laid clown the oars, 
folded his arms, and looked dow^n on tho water aa if 
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watching the pace at wliioh the boat glided without 
Ilia help. Tliia sudden change roused Maggie. She 
looked at the far-stretching fields — at the banks 
close by — and felt that they were entirely strange 
to Ikt. a t('rrible alarm took possession of her. 

“ (>, have we passed Luckreth — where we were to 
stop?’* she exclaimed, looking back to see if the 
place were out of eight. No village was to be seen. 
She turned round again, with a look of distressed 
questioriing at Stephen. ' 

lie wont on watebing the water, and said,* in a 
strange, dioainy, absent tone, “ Yes — a long way.” 

“ 0 what slmll I do?” cried Maggie, in an agony, 
“ Wo shall n()t get home for hours — and Lucy — 0 
God, help mo 1 

Slie clasped lier hands and broke into a sob, like 
a friglilenod child : she thought of'nothing but of 
meeting Lucy, and seeing her l(M>k of pained surprise 
and doubt — perhaps of just U]>braiding. 

Stephen moved and sat beside lier, and gently drew 
down .tb© clas]K‘d hands. 

“ Maggie,” he said, in a deep tone of slow decision, 
lot us never go homo again — till no one can part 
us — till wo are married.” 

The unusual tone, the startling words, arrested 
Maggie’s sob, and sbo sat quite still — wondering: 
as if Stephen might have seen some possibilities that 
would alter everything, and annul the wretched facta 
See, Maggie, how everytliing has come witlioui 
our seeking — in spite of all our efforta W© never 
thought of being alone together again : it liaa all 
been done by othera See how the tide is canyiag 
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ns out — away from all those unuaturaL bonds' that 
wo have been trying to make ihster round us — and 
tiying in vain. It will carry us on to Torby, aud 
wo can land thei^c^ and get some carriage, and burry 
on to York and tlien to So^tland — and never pause 
a moment till we ore bound to each other, so that 
only death can part ua. It is tho only right thing, 
dearest : it is the only way of escaping from this 
wretched entanglement. Evorythiiig has concurred 
to point it out to us. Wo •have contrived nothing, 
we lAve thought of nothing ourselves.” 

Stephen spoke with deep, earnest pleading. Mag- 
gie listened — passing from her startled wonderment 
to the yearning after that belief, that tlio tide was 
doing it all — that she might glide along with tho 
swift, silent stream, and not struggle any more. Ihit 
across that stealing influence came the toirible 
shadow of past thoughts; and tho sudden horror 
lest now, at last, tho inomeat of fatal intoxicate o 
was close upon her, called up feedings of angry 
resistance towards Stephen. 

** Let mo gol” she said, in an agitated tone, 
flashing an indignant look at him, and trying to get 
ber hands free. “ You have wanted to deprive me of 
any choice. You knew we were come too far — you 
have dared to take advantage of iny thoughtlesfiness. 
It is unmcmly to bring me into such a position.” 

Btung at this reproach, ho released her hands, 
moved back to his former place, and folded his arms, 
in a sort of desperation at the difficulty Maggio^s 
words had made present to liim. If she would not 
oensent to go on, he must curse himsedf for the em- 
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barrasamenilie had led her into. Bat the reproach 
was tho uncndurahlo thing: the one thing worse 
than ])arting with her was, that she shonld feel he 
liad acted unworthily towards her. At last he said, 
in a tone of suppressed rage — 

I didn’t notice that wo had passed Luckroth 
till we had got to the next village ; and then it came 
into rny mind that wo would go on. I can’t justify 
it : I ought to have told you. It is enough to make 
you Iiato uio — since you don’t love mo well enougli 
to make o,verytliing else indifferent to yon — as‘I do 
you. Shall I stop the boat, and try to get you out 
here? I’ll tell Tiucy that I was mad — and that you 
hate me — and you shall be clear of me for over. No 
one can blame you, because I have behaved unpar- 
donahly to you.” 

Maggie was paralysed: it was easier to resist 
Ste[)hen*8 pleading, than this picture he had called 
up of hiinsolf sufTtuing, wliile she was vindicated — 
easier oven to turn away from his look of tender- 
ness tluin from this look of angry misery, that 
seemed to place her in selfish isolation from him. 
Ho had called up a state of feeling in which the 
reasons which had acted on her conscience seemed 
to be tmnsmuted'into mere self-regard. The in- 
dignant fire in her eyes was quenched, and die 
began to look at him with timid distress. . She had 
reproached him for being hurried into irrevocable 
trespass — she, who had been so weak herself. 

As if I shouldn’t feel what happened to you — 
just the same,” she said, wiili reproach of another 
kind — ^the reproach of love, asking for more trust 
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This yielding to the idee of Stephen's suffering was 
more fatal than the other yielding, because it was 
less distinguishable fiom that sense of otliors' claims 
W'hioh was the moral basis of her resistance. 

He felt all the relentitjg in lier look and tone— it 
was heaven opening again, lie moved t(.> her side, 
and took her hand, leaning his elbow on the back of 
the boat, and R^»ying nothing. lie dreaded to utter 
another word, he dreaded to make anotlior move- 
ment, that might provoke another reproach or d<^niiil 
fronoT her. lAfo^hung on her consinit: everything 
else was hopeless, c onfused, sickening misery. I’liey 
glided along in this way, both nesting in that silence 
as in a Inivon, botli dreading lest their feelings 
should bo divided again — till they became aware 
that the clouds had gatlicicMl, and that the slighlest 
perceptihUi freshening of the breeze was growing 
and growing, till tlio wliole character of llic day was 
altered, 

“You will bo chill, Maggi*', in tljis iliin divsH. 
Let me raise tlm cloak over your slnnilders, (iCt 
up an instant, dearest.” 

Maggie obeyed : there wan an unspeakahlo charm 
in being told tvhat to do, and having pverytljing 
decided for her* Sho sat down again covered with 
the cloak, ut«l Stephen look to his ^jars again, 
making haste ; for they must try to got to Toi by as 
fast as they could. Maggie was hardly conscious of 
having said or done anything decisive. All yield- 
ing is attended witli a h'ss vivitl consciousness than 
resistance ; it is the partial sleep of tlionght; it is 
the submergence of our own pcrsoualiiy by another. 
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Every infiuenoe tended to lull her into acquienoence; 
that dreamy gliding iu the boat, which had lasted 
for four hours, and had brought some weariness and 
exhaustion — tho recoil of her fatigued sensations 
from tho impracticable difficulty of getting out of 
tho boat at this unknown distance frOm homo, and 
walking for long miles — all helped to bring her into 
nmro complete subjection to that strong mysterious 
charm which made a last parting from Stephen seem 
tho death of all joy — which made the thought of 
woiuiding him like the first touch pf the torttfring 
iron before which resolution shrank. And then tJiore 
was tlio present liappincss of being with him, which 
was enough to abscub all her languid energy. 

Presently Stephen observed a vessel coming after 
them. Several vessels, among them the steamer to 
Mud port, had passed them with the early tide, but 
for tho last hour tlicy had seen none. Ho looked' 
more and more eagerly at this vessel, as if a new 
tliought had come into his mind along with it, and 
then ho looked at Maggie, hesitatingly. 

Maggie, dearest,” ho said, nt last, this vessed 
should be going to Mudpoit, or to any convenient 
place on the coast northward, it would be our best 
plan to get them to* take us ou board. You are 
fatigued — and it may soon rain — it may be a 
wretched business, getting to Torby in this boat. 
It*8 only a trading-vessel, but I daresay you can be 
made tolerably comfortable. We’ll take the cushions 
out of the boat. It is really our best plan. They'll 
be glad .enough to take us: IVe got plenty of ' 
money about me ; I con pay them well.” * 
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Maggiea heart began to beat with reawakened 
alarm at this new proposition ; but she was Bilent — 
one course seemed as difficult as another. 

Stephen hailed the vessel It w^as a Dutch vessel 
going to Mudport, the English mate informed him, 
and, if this wind held, would bo there in less than 
two days. 

“We had 'got out too far with our b(»at,’* said 
Stephen. “ I was trying to make for Torby. But 
I’m afraid of the weather ;• and tliis lady — my wife 
— will be exhausted with fatigue and hunger. Take 
us on board — will you? — and haul up the boat. I'll 
pay yon well.’* 

Maggie, now really faint and trembling w’itli fear, 
was taken on board, making an interesting object of 
contemplation to admiring Diifchmon. The mat.o 
feared the lady w'ould have u j>oor time of it on 
board, for they had no accommorlation for such en- 
tirely unlooked-for passengiTs — no ])nvafo cab u 
larger than an old-fashioned chiinh-pew. But at 
least they had Dutch cleanlincHs, whicli makes all 
other iuoonvenioncos tolerable; and the boal-cush- 
ions were spread into a couch for Maggie, on the 
poop with all alacrity. But to pace iij> and down 
the dock loaning on Stephen — being upheld by his 
strength — was the first change that she needed : 
then came food, and then quiet reclining on the 
cnahione, with the sense that no new resolution 
could be token that day. Everything must wait till 
to-morrow, Stephen sat beside her, with her hand 
in his ; they could only speak to each (»ther in low 
tones, only look at each other now and then, for 
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it would take a long wLilo to dull the ourioisdfy of 
the five men on hoard, and reduce these handsome 
•young strangers to that minor degree of interest 
which belongs, in a sailor’s regard, to all objects 
nearer than tli(3 horizon. .But Stoj>hen was trium- 
phantly ha})py. Every other thought or oai‘e was 
thrown into urmiarked perspective by the certainty 
tliat Maggie must be hivS. “ The leap luid been taken 
now : lie had been tortured by scruples, he lia<f 
fought fuTccly witli ov(»*ma8tcrii3g inclination, ho 
had hesitated ; but repentance w’as impossible.' He 
munnmvd forth in fragmentary eontences his happi- 
ness — Ids ad(*iali(»n — his tenderness — his belief that 
their life togetlicr must he heaven— that her pre- 
sence with him would give rapture to every com- 
mon day — that to satisfy her lightest wish was 
dearer to him than all other bliss — that everytliing 
was easy for her aake, except to paid; with her : and 
now thi‘>’ never tvoithl part ; he would Ixilong to her 
for ever — atid all that was hia was hors — had i>o 
value for him except as it was hors. Such things, 
uttered in Ionv broken tones by tlio one voice that 
lias first stirred the fibre of young passion, have 
only a feeble cfT'ct — on experienced minds at a dis- 
tance from tbem. To poor Maggie they were veiy 
ngar; they w’ero like nectar held close to thirsty 
lips ; there was, ther^ must be, then, a life for mor- 
tals here l>elow which was not hard and chill— in 
which affection would no longer be solf-sacrifioo* 
Stephen's passionate words made the vision of such 
a life more fully present to her than it had ever 
been before ; and the vision for the time excluded 
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all realities--«aU oxoept the returning sun-gleams 
which broke out on the waters as the evening ap- 
proached, and mingled with the visionar^/^siiiilight 
of promised happiness— all except the hand that 
pressed hers, and the voice that spoke to her, and the 
eyes that looked at her with gmve, unspeakable love. 
There was to be no min, after all ; the clouds 
rolled off to the hoiizoti agjiin, making llio great 
purple rampart and long purple isles of tlnit won- 
drous laud which reveals Itself to us when the sun 
goes down — the land that the evening slar watches 
over. Maggie was to sleep all night ou tlio poop ; it 
was better than going below ; and she was covtued 
with the warmest wrappings the ship could fur- 
nish. It was still early, wluui the fatiguf^s of the 
day brought on a drowsy longing for pcu’foct rest, 
and she* laid down her head, looking at the faint 
dying flush in the >vost, where the one gohlt n lamp 
was getting brighter an<l brighter, ^flien she looked 
up at Stt^phoii, who was still Reat(*J by lior, lianging 
over her as he leaned liis arm against the vessers 
side. Behind all the delicious \isions of tint,* last 
hours, which had flowed over her like a stream 
and made her entirely passive, there was tlie dim 
consciousness that the condition was a transient one, 
and that the morrow must bring back the old life 
of struggle — that there were t^^oughts which would 
presently avenge thcinscdves for this oblivion. But 
now nothing w’os distinct to lier: slie was l)eirig 
lulled to sleep witli that soft stream still flowing 
over her, with those delicious visions melting and 
fading like the wondrous al^rial land of the west. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

WAllINO. 

When was gono to sleep, Stephen, weary 

too with liis unaccustomed amount of rowing, and 
with IIjo intenso inward life of the last t\Velve hours, 
but too roHtle«8 to sleep, walkcjd and lounged about 
tlio deck, witli his cigar, far on into midnight, not 
seeing the dark water — hardly conscious thftre were 
stars — living c»uly iu the near and distant future. 
At hist fatigue conquered restlessness, and he rolled 
himself up in a piece of tarpauling on the deck near 
Maggie’s feet. «• ^ 

Slio had fallen asleep before nine, and liad been 
sleeping for six lunirs before the faintest hint of a 
midsummer daybreak was discernible. She awoke 
from that vivid dreaming which makes the margin 
of our deeper rest : She was in a boat on the wide 
water with Stephei^.and in the gathering darkness 
something like a star appeared, that grew and grew 
till they saw it was the Virgin seated in St Ogg’s 
boat, and it came nearer and nearer, till they saw 
the Virgin w'as Lucy and tbe boatman was Flulip— 
no, not Philip, but her brother, who rowed {>ast 
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withotit looking at her ; and ahe rose to atrotoh out 
her aims and call to him, and their own boat turned 
over with the movement, and they liegan to sink, 
till with one 8]>asm of dread she Rcenied to awake, 
and find ahe was a child again in the parlour at 
evening twilight, and Tom was not really angry. 
From the soothed sense of that false waking she 
l^sed to the real waking — to the plash of water 
against the vosscl, and the sound of a footstep on 
the deck, and the awful Starlit sky. I’hcro was 
a moment, of utter bowildormont before lier mind 
could get disentangled from tbe confused web of 
dreams, but soon the whole terrible truth urged 
itself npon her. Steph(‘it was not by her now ; she 
was alone with her own memory and lior own dread, 
7'hc irrevocable wrong that must blot Ikt life liad 
been committed : she had brought sorrow into the 
lives of others — into the lives that were knit up 
with hers by trust arnl love?. 'Hm fetOitig of a few 
short w'ceks liad hurried ht?r into the Bins her nature 
had most recoihrd.from — breach of faith and cnid 
selfishness ; she had font the tics that had given 
meaning to duty, and had made lierself an outlawed 
soul, with no guide but the wayward choice’ of lK?r 
own passion. And vrhere would that Icjwl her V — 
where had it led her now ? She haisaid she would 
i-athcr die than fall into that teipptation. She fidt 
it 0OW — now that the consequences of such a full 
bad come before the outward act was com plot ed. 
There was at least this fruit from all her years 
of stiiving after the highest and beet — that her 
eoul^ though betrayed, beguiled, ensnared^ could 
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never deliberately consent to a choice of the lower. 
And a choice of what? 0 God — ^not a choice of 
joy, but of conscious cruelty and hardness ; for could 
she ever cease to see before her Lucy and Philip, 
with their murdered trust and hopes? Her life with 
Stephen could have no saoredness : she must for ever 
sink and wander vaguely, driven by uncertain im- 
pulse ; for she had let go the clue of life — that clue 
which once in the l^r-off years her young need bail 
clutched so strongly. She had renounced all delights 
then, before she knew them, Wfore they had 'come 
within her reach, Philip had been right- wh^n he 
told her that she knew nothing of renunciation: 
she had thought it was quiet ecstasy ; she saw it 
face to face now — that sad patient living strength 
which holds the clue of life, and saw that the thorns 
were for ever pressing on its brow. The yesterday, 
which could never bo revoked — ^if sKe could change 
it now for any length of inward silent endurance, 
she would have bowed beneath that cross with a 
flcnso of rest 

Daybreak came and the reddening eastern light, 
while her past life was grasping her in this way, 
with tliat tightening clutch which comes in the last 
moments of possible rescue. She could sec Stephen 
now lying on^tlie deck still fast asleep, and with 
the sight of him there came a wave of anguish that 
found its way in a long-suppressed sob. The worst 
bitterness of parting — the thought that urged thu 
shaipest inward cry for help, was the pain it must 
give to him. But surmounting everything wag the 
horror at her own possible failure, the dread lest hfer 
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conscience should be benumbed again, and not rise 
V to energy till it was too late, — Too late I it was too 
late already not to have caused misery — too late for 
everything, perhaps, but to rush away from the last 
act of baseness — the tasting of joys that were wrung 
from crushed hearts. 

The sun was* rising now, and Maggie started up 
with the sense that a day of resistance was begin- 
ning for her. Her eyelas'Bes were still wot with 
tears, as, with her shawl ^ over her head, she sat 
looking at the sldwly-rounding sun. Something 
roused Stephen too, and, getting up from his hard 
bed, he came tor«it beside her. The sharp instinct 
of anxious love saw” something to give him alarm in 
the very first glance. Ho had a hovering dread of 
some resistance in Maggie's nature that he would bo 
unable to overcome. He had the uneasy conscious- 
ness that ho had robbed her of perfect freedom yes- 
terday : there was too much native honour 
for him not to feel that if her will should recoil, his 
conduct would have been odious, and she would have 
a right to reproach him. 

But Maggie did not feel that right : she w^s too 
conscious of fatal weakness in herself — too full of 
the tenderness that comes with the foreseen need for 
inflicting a wound. She let him take her hand when 
he came to sit down beside her, and smiled at him — 
only with rather a sad glance; she could say nothing 
to pain him till the moment of possible parting was 
nearer. And so they drank their cup of cofTee to- 
gether, and walked about the deck, and heard tlie 
captain's assuranoe that they should be in at Mnd- 
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port by five o’clock, each wilh an inward burthen ; 
but in him it was an undefined fear, which he trusted^ 
to the coming hours ’to dissipate ; in her it was a 
definite resolve on which she was tiying silently to 
tighten Iier hold. Stephen was continually, through 
the morning, expressing his anxiety at the fatigue 
and discomfoit 8||p was suffering, and alluded to 
landing and to th^hange of motion and repose sh^ 
would have in a carriage, wanting to assure hims^ 
more completely by presupposing that eveiything 
would be as ho had arranged it. For a long Mhile 
Maggie contented hersedf with assuring him that she 
had had a good night’s rest, and that she didn’t mind 
about being on the vessel — it was not like being on 
the open sea — it was only a little less pleasant than 
being in a boat on the Floss. But a suppressed 
resolve will betray itself in the eyes, and Stephen 
became more and more uneasy as the day advanced, 
miHpr the sense that Maggie had entirely lost her 
passiveness. He longed, but did not dare, to speak 
of their marriage — of whore they would go after it, 
and the steps he would take to inform his father and 
the rest of what had happened. He longed to assure 
himself of a tacit assent from her. But each time he 
looked at her, he gathered a stronger dread of the 
new, quiet sadness with which she met Lis ‘eyes. 
And tliey were more and more silent. 

“ Here we are in sight of Mudport,” he said, at 
last. “ Now, dearest,” he added, turning towat^ liter 
with a look that was half-beseeching,^ *‘the. Worst 
part of your fatigue is over. On the lend wo oim 
command swiftness. In another hour and a hetf wo 



THE MILL ON THE 7L06S. 


821 


shall be in a chaise together—^and that will seem 
lest to yon after this/* 

Maggie felt it was tiine to speak : it would only 
be unkind now to assent by silenoe. She spoke in 
the lowest tone, as he had done, but with distinct 
decision. 

We shall not be togethe^jl^ we shall have 
parted.'* 

The blood rushed to Stephen’s face. 

“ We shall not,” he said.* “I'll die first.” 

It ^as as ho had dreaded — ^thoro was a struggle 
coming. But neither of them dared to say another 
word, till the boat was let down, and they wore taken 
to the landing-place. Here there was a cluster of 
gazeis and passengers awaiting the departure of the 
steamboat to St Ogg’s. Maggie had a dim sense, 
when she had landed, and Stephen was hurrying her 
along on his arm, that some one had advanced to- 
wards her from that cluster as if ho were corning ta 
speak to her. But she was hurried along, and was 
indifferent to everything but the coming trial. 

A porter guidod them to the nearest* inn and post- 
ing-house, and Stephen gave the order for the cjliaiso 
as they passed through the yard. Maggie took no 
notice of this, and only said, “ Ask them to show us 
into a room where we can sit down.” 

When they entered, Maggie did not sit down, and 
Stephen, whose face had a desperate determination 
in it^ was about to ring the bell^ when she said, in a 
firm yolce : — 

I’m not going’; we must part here.” 

Maggie,** he said, turning round towards her, 

YOU n. X 
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and spealdog in the tones of a man who fe^s aprocess 
of torture beginning, do yon mean to hiU me? What 
ia the use' of it now? ^ The whole thing ia done/^ 

^*No, it is not doxie/' said Maggie* ** Too mii<jh 
is done — ^more than we can ever remove the trace of. 
But I will go no farther. Don’t try to prevail with 
me again. 1 cx)uMn*t choose yesterday.” 

What was he t^o ? He dared not go near her— 
her anger might leap out, and make a new barrier. 
He walked baokwards and forwards in maddening 
perplexity. * 

Maggie,” he said, at last, pausing before her, 
and speaking in a tone of imploring wretchedness, 
*^have some pity — ^hear me — forgive me for what 
I did yesterday. I will obey you now — I will do 
nothing without your full consent. But don^t blight 
our lives for ever by a rash perversity that ean 
answer no good purpose to any one — that can only 
create new evils. Sit down, dearest; wait— think 
what you are going to do. Don’t treat me as if you 
couldn’t trust me,” 

Ho had chosen the most efifective appeal; bat 
Maggie’s will was fixed unswervingly on the oomisig 
wrench. She had made up Her mind to suffer. 

We must not wait,” she said, in a low but dis* 
tinot voice ; we must part at once.” 

“ We can't part, Maggie,” said Stephen, more im- 
petuously. I oan’t bear it. What is the osa of 
inflicting that miseiy on- me? The blow-HSbat^ 
ever it may have been — has beext strach: noWr 
Will it help any one dse that you should drive 
me mad?” 
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" I will not begin any future, even for youj*' said 
Maggie, tremulously, ‘^with a deliberate consent to 
what ought not to have been. What 1 told you at 
Basset I feel now : I would rather have died than 
fall into this temptation. It would have been better 
if we had parted for ever then. But we must part 
now.” IP 

We will noi part,” Stephen burst out, instino; 
tively placing his back against the door — forgetting 
everything he had said a moments before ; “ I 
will not endure it. You'll make mo desperate — I 
shan't know what I do.” 

Maggie trembled. She felt that the parting could 
not be effected suddenly. She must rely on a slower 
appeal to Stephen’s better self — she must be prepared 
for a balder task than that of rusljing away while 
resolution was fresh. She sat down. Stephen, 
watching her with that look of desperation which 
had come over him like a lurid light, approached 
slowly from the door, seated hirnself close beside 
her, and grasped her hand. Her heart boat like the 
heart of a frightened bird ; but this direct opposi- 
tion helped her. She felt her determination grow- 
ing stronger. 

Bemember what you felt weeks ago,” she began, 
with beseeching earnestness — remember what we 
both felt — that we owed ourselves to others, and 
must conquer every inclination which could make 
US ftlse to that debt. We have failed to keep our 
losolutians ; but the wrong remains the same.” 

No, it does noi remain the same,” said Stephen. 
** We have proved that it was impossible to keep our 
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resolutions. We have proved that the feeling whioh 
draws us towards each other is too strong to be 
overoome : that natural law surmounts every other; 
we can^t help what it clashes with.” 

“It is not so, Stephen — ^I'm quite sure that is 
wrcmg. 1 have tried to think it again and again; 
but 1 see, if wo judged in that way, there would be 
a warrant for all treachery and cruelty — we sho^d 
justify breaking the most sacred ties that can ever 
be formed on earth. If the past is not to bind US, 
where can duty lie ? We should have no law bnt 
the inclination of the moment” 

“ But there are ties that can't be kept by mere 
resolution,’' said Stephen, starting up and walking 
about again. “ What is outward faitlifulnest? 
Would they have thanked us for anything so hoi- 
low as constancy without love ? ” ^ 

Maggie did not answer immediately. She was 
undergoing an inward as well as an outward contest 
At last she said, with a passionate assertion of her 
conviction, as much against herself as against him~ 
“ That seems right — at first; bnt when I look 
further, I m sure it is not right Faithfulness and 
constancy mean something else besides doing what 
is easiest and pleasantest to ourselveB. They me&a 
renouncing whatever is opposed to the reliM(be 
others have in us— whatever would cause tniseiy 
to those whom the coarse of our Hves haa vinide 
dependent on ns. If we— if I had been.bett^ 
nobler, those claims would have been so str<sa|^ 
present with me — shoidd have felt them psesf^; 
on my heart so continually, just as they dp npw 
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the momenUi wheu my conBcienoe is awako<«-that 
the opposite feeling would never have grown in mo^ 
as it has done: it would have been quenched at 
once — I should have prayed for help so eamestly-*- 
I should have rushed away, as we nish from hideous 
danger. I feel no excuse for myself— none. I should 
never have failed towards Lucy and Philip as I have 
dpne, if I had not been weak, selfish, and hard — able 
to think of their pain without a pain to myself that 
would have destroyed all temptation. 0 , what is 
Lucy feeling now ? She believed in mo — she loved 
me — she was so good to mo. Think of her ” 

Maggie’s voice was getting choked as she uttered 
these last words. 

I canH think of her/’ said Stephen, statriping 
08 if with pain I can think of nothing but you, 
Maggie. You demand of a man what is impossible. 
I felt that once ; but I can t go back to it now. And 
where is the use of yowr thinking of it, except 
torture me ? You can't save them from pain now ; 
you can only tear yourself from me, and make my 
life worthless to me. And even if we could go back, 
and both fulffl our engagements — if that were |)OBBible 
nbwp— it would be hateful — ^horrible, to think of your 
ever being Philip’s wife— of your over being the wife 
of a man you didn’t love. We have botli been rescued 
from a mistake/’ 

A deep flush came over Maggie’s face, and she 
OOtddnH speak. Stephen saw this. He sat down 
ligldn, taking her hand in his, and lookibg at her 
with passionate entreaty. 

^ Maggie ! Dearest f If you love me, yon are 
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tiling. » Who can have so great a clahki on you as 
I have ? My life is bound np in your love. There 
is nothing in the past that can annul our right to 
each other : it is the first time we have either of us 
loved with our whole heart and soul.*' 

Maggie was still silent for a little while — ^looking 
down. Stephen was in a flutter of new hope: he wag 
going to triumph. But she raised her eyes and i^et 
his with a glance that was filled with the anguish of 
regret — ^not with yielding. 

“No — not with my wiiole heart and soul, Ste- 
phen,'^ she said, with timid resolution. “ I have 
never consented to it with my whole mind. There 
are memories, and aflections, and longing after per- 
fect goodness, that have such a strong hold on me ; 
they would never quit me for long; they would come 
back and be pain to me — ^repentance. I couldn't live 
in peace if I put the shadow of a wilful sin between 
myself and God. I have caused sorrow already— I 
know — I feel it ; but I have never deliberately con- 
sented to it : I have never said, ^ They shall suffer, 
that I may have joy.' It has never been my will to 
many you : if you were to win consent from the mo- 
mentary triumph of my feeling for you, you would 
not have my whole soul. If I could wake back agum 
into the time before yesterday, I would choose to be 
true to my calmer affections^ and live without the joy 
of love-*’ ♦ 

Stephen loosed h6k hand, and, rising impeffo^yi 
walked up and down the room in suppressCdV^i^. 

“ Good God ! ” he burst out, at last, “ whtt a 
miserable thing a woman's love is to a spouIi/bI 1 
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oodd oomsidk crunea for you— and you can balaooo 
and ehooae in that way. But you don't love me : if 
you had a tithe of the feeling for me that 1 have for 
you, it would be impossible to you to think for a mo- 
ment of sacrificing mo. But it weighs nothing with 
yon that you are mbbing me of my life’s happiness.” 

Maggie pressed her fingers together almost con- 
vulsively as she hold them clasped on her lap. A 
gmat terror was upon her, as if she wore ever and 
anon seeing where she stood by groat flashes of 
ligh&ing, and then again strotchod forth her hands 
in the darkness. 

I don’t sacrifice you — I couldn’t sacrifice 
you/’khe said, as soon as she could speak again; 
“ but I can’t believe in a good for you, that I feel 
— that we both feel is a wrong towards others. Wo 
can’t choose happiness eitlier for ourselves or for 
another : we can t tell where that will lie. We can 
only choose whether we will indulge ourselves in the 
present moment, or whether we will renounce that, 
for the sake of obeying the divine voice within us— • 
for the sake of being true to all the motives that 
sanctify onr lives. I know this belief is hard : it 
slipped away from me again and again ; hut I 
' haFi^ felt that if I let it go for ever, I should have no 
lijpbt through the darkness of this life.” 

But) Hagg^ie,” said Stephen, seating himself by 
her is it possible you. don’t, see that what 

^([^pened yesterday has altered the whole position 
ihingB? What infisktna^on is it — ^what obstinate 
.. pcagitMHiession that blinds you to that? It is too late 
^ wy what we might have done or what we ought 



3S8 THi; oil THE F3X>8S. 

to hav^ done. Admitting the very worst view of 
what has been done, it is a fact we must act on now; 
our position is altered ; the right course is no longer 
what it was before. We must accept our own actions, 
and start afresh from them. Suppose we had been 
married yesterday? It is nearly the same thing. The 
effect on others would not have been different It 
would only have madb this difference to ourselves,” 
Stephen added, bitterly, “ that you might have ac- 
knowledged then that y6ur tie to me was stronger 
than to others.” 

Again a deep flush came over Maggie's face, and 
she was silent. Stephen thought again that he was 
beginning to prevail — he had never yet beliovslfl that 
he should not prevail : tliere are possibilities which 
our minds shrink from too completely for us to fear 
tliem. 

‘‘ Dearest,” he said, in his deepest, tendereat tone, 
leaning towards her and putting liis arm round her, 
“you art mine now — ^tho world believes it — duty 
must spring oiit of that now: in a few hours you will 
bo legally mine, and those who had claims on us will - 
submit — they will see that there was a force wbioH 
declared against their claims.” 

Maggie's eyes opened wide in one terrified look at 
the face tliat was close to hers, and she started up — 
pale again, 

“ 0, I can't do it,” she said, in a voice almost of 
agony — “ Stephen — don't ask me — don't urge me. I 
argue any longer— I don't know what is wise ; 
b# my heart wUl not let me do it. I see— I feel 
trouble now ; it is as if it were branded on my 
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mind. / have etifiered, and had no one to pity me ; 
and now I have made others suffer. It would never 
leave me ; it would embitter your love to me. I do 
care for Phili]J — in a different way : I remember all 
we said to each other; I know how he thought of mo 
as the one promise of his life. Ho was given to me 
that I might make his lot less hard ; and I have for- 
sakeii him. And Lucy — she has been deceived — she 
Vrho trusted me more than any one. I cannot marry 
you : I cannot take a good* for myself that has been 
wrung out of their misery. It is not the forco that 
ought to rule us — this that wo fool for each other ; 
it would rend me away from all that my past life has 
made dear and holy to me, I can't set out on a fresh 
lifO) and forget that: I must go back to it, and cling 
to it, else I ^hall feel as if there were nothing firm 
beneath my feet.” 

^^Good God, Maggie I” said Stephen, rising too and 
grasping her arm, you rave. How can you go back 
without inanying me ? You don'^t know what will 1 •© 
said, dearest. You see nothing as it really is.’* 

“ Yes, I do. But they will believe me. I will 
confess everything: Lucy will believe me — slio 
will forgive you, and — and — 0, some good will come 
by clinging to the right. Dear, dear Stephen, let 
me go! — don’t drag me into deeper remorse. My 
whole soul has never consented — it does not con- 
sent now." 

Stephen let go her arm, and sank back on his chair, 
half stunned by despairing rage. He was silent a few 
moments, not looking at her ; while her eyes were 
turned towards him yearningly, in alarm at this snd* 
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den change. At last he said, still without looking at 
her — ^ 

Go, then — Cleave me — don^t tortnre me any longer 
— I can't bear it.” • 

Involuntarily she leaned towards him and put out 
her liand to touch his. But he shrank from it as if 
it had been burning iron, and said again— 

“ Leave me.” 

Maggie was not conscious of a decision as she 
turned away from that ‘gloomy averted face, and 
walked out of the room : it was like an autoit^atio 
action that fulAls a forgotten intention. What came 
after? A sense of stairs descended as if in a dream 
— of flagstones — of a chaise and horses standing- 
then a street, and a turning into auotlier street where 
a stage-coach was standing, taking in passengers— 
and the darting thought that that coach would take 
her away, perhaps towards home. But she could ask 
nothing yet ; she only got into the coaoh. 

Home — whore her mother and brother were— 
Philip — Lucy — the scene of her very carea B^d 
trials — was the haven towards which her mind 
tended — the sanctuary where sacred relics lay — 
where she would be rescued from more falling. The 
thought of Stephen w'as like a horrible throbbing 
pain, which yet, as such pains do, seemed to uige 
all other thoughts into activity* But among her 
thoughts, what others would say and think Xii her 
conduct was hardly present* Love and deep pity 
mid remorseful anguish left no room for that 

The ooaoh was taking her to York— farther away 
from home.; but she did not learn that until she wai 
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set down in the old city at midniglU;. It was no mat- 
ter ; she oould sleep there, and start home the next 
day. She had her purse in her pocket, with all her 
money -in it — a bank-note and a sovereign : she had* 
kept it in her pocket from forgetfulness, after goitjg 
out to make purchases the day before yesterday. 

Did she lie down in the glogmy bedroom of the old 
^Jnn that night with her will bent unwaveringly on 
the path of penitent sacrifice ? The great strnggles 
of life are not so easy as fhat ; the great problems of 
life are not so clear. In the darkness of that night 
she saw Stephen's face turned towards her in pas- 
sionate, reproachful misery; she lived through again 
all the tremulous delights of his presence with her 
that made existence an easy floating in a stream of 
joy, instead of a quiet resolved endurance and effort. 
The love she had renounced came back upon her 
with a cruel charm ; slie felt herself opening her 
arms to receive it once more ; and then it seemed 
to slip away and fade and vanish, leaving only 
the dying sound of a deep thrilling voice that said) 
Oone — for ever gone.^' 




BOOK SEVENTH 

THE FINAL RESCUE 




CHAPTER I 

THE BETUBN 'BD THE MILL. 

Between four and five o’clock on the aftenioon of 
the fifth day from that on which Stephen and Mag- 
gie had left St Ogg’s, Tom Tulliver was standing 
on the gravel-walk outside the old house at Dorlcote 
Mill He was master there now : he had half ful- 
filled his father’s dying wish, and by years of steady 
self-govemment and energetic work ho had brought 
himself near to the attainment of more than the old 
respectability which had been the proud inheritant;* 
of the Dodsons and Tullivers. 

But Tom’s face, as he stood in the hot still sun- 
shine of that summer aftemooD, had no gladness, no 
triumph in it. His mouth wore its bitterest expres- 
sion, his severe brow its hardest and deepest fold, 
as he drew down his hat farther over his eyes to 
shelter them from the sun, and thrusting In’s hands 
deep into his pockets, began to walk up and down 
the graveL No news of his sister had been heard 
since Bob Jakin had come back in the steamer from 
Kadport, and put an end to all improbable supposi- 
tions of ap aooident qn the water by stating that he 
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had floen her land from a voescl with lifr Stephen 
Quest. Would the next news bo that she was ma]> 
ried— or what ? Probably that she was not married : 
Tom's mind was set to tho expectation of the wotst 
that could happen — ^not death/ but disgraoe. 

As he was walking with his back towards the 
entrance gate, and his face towards the rushing 
mill-stream, a tall daxk-eyod figure, that we know 
well, approached the gate, and paused to look at 
him, with a fast-boating heart. Her brother was 
the human being of whom she had been most afraid* 
from her childhood upwards : afraid with that fear 
which springs in ns when wo love one who is inex-* 
orable, unbending, nnmodifiable — with a mind that 
wo can never mould ourselves upon, and yet that 
wo cannot endure to alienate from us. That deep- 
rooted fear w'as shaking Maggie now ; but her mind 
was unswervingly bent on returning to her brother, 
as the natural refuge that had been given her. In 
her deep humiliation under the retrospect of her 
own weakness — in her anguish at the injury she had 
inflicted — she almost desired to endure the seveii'l^ 
of Tom's reproof, to subm/tii^ patient G^enoe to that 
harsh disapproving judgment against which she bad 
so often rebelled : it seemed no more than just to 
her now — who was weaker* than she was? She 
oraved that outward help to her better purpose 
which would come from complete, submissive 
fession — from being in the presence of those wiioea 
looks and words would be a reflectiioa her ewm 
oonsoienoe. 

Maggie Lad been kept oo her bed at X<ak ket 
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day with that prostrating hcadaoho which was likely 
to follow on tho teirible strain of tlie previous day 
and niglit. Tliere was an expression of physical 
pain still about her brow and eyeS) and her whole 
appearanoo, with her dross so long unchanged, was 
worn and distrossed. She liftofl t)io la! oh of the 
gat© and walked in — slowly. Tom did not hear 
the gate ; lie was just then close upon the roaring 
dam ; but he presently turned, and, lifting up his 
eyes, saw the figure whose worn look and lone- 
liness seemed to him a confirmation of his worst 
conjectures. He paused, trembling and white with 
disgust and indignation. 

Maggie paused too — three yards before him. She 
felt the hatred in his face : felt it rushing through 
her fibres ; but she must speak. 

“ Tom,’* she began, faintly, ‘‘ I am come back to 
you — I am,oome back home — for refuge — to tell you 
everything.'' 

“ You will find no homo with me," ho answered, 
with tremulous rage. “ You liave disgraced us all. 
You have disgraced my father's name. You have 
been a curse to your best fSciends. You have tboen 
bo^e— deceitful ; no motives are strong enough to 
reatvahk you. I wash ni|r^^^nds of you for ever. 
XM don’t belong to me * 

Their mother had come to the door now. She 
atoibd paralysed by the double shock of seeing Mag- 
gie and bearing Tom's words. 

said Maggie, with more courage, I am 
not so guilty as you believe me to be. I 
mnaiat to give way to my feelings. I strug* 
Wl. It 



THB MILL OK TMK FL088. 


gled against them, I was carried too &r in j&e 
boat to oome baok on Toesday, I came back as 
Boon as I could.” 

can’t believe in yon any more/’ said Tom, 
gradually passing firom the tremulous excitement of 
the first moment to oold inflexibility. *^Yon have 
been carrying on a clandestine relation with Stephen 
Guest — as you did bfefore with another. He we^nt 
to see you at my aunt Moss’s; you walked alone 
with him in the lanes ; you must have behaved as 
no modest girl would have done to her cousin's 
lover, else that could never have happened. The 
people at Luckreth saw you pass — ^you passed all 
the other places ; you knew what you were doing* 
You have been using Philip Wakem as a screen to 
deceive Lucy — the kindest friend you ever had. Go 
and see the return you have made her : she’s ill — 
unable to speak — my mother can’t go near her, lest 
she should remind her of you!* 

Maggie was half stunned — too heavily pressed 
upon by her anguish oven to disoern any difference 
between her aotual guilt and her brother's aocosa* 
dons, still less to vindicate herself. 

**Tom,” she said, orushing her bands together under 
her oloak, in the effort to speak again. “Whatever 
I have done, I repent it bitterly. 1 want to make 
amenda I will endure anything. I want to be fce^ 
from doing wrong again.^^ 

<< What %DiU keep you?” said Tom, with crud 
temess. Not religion ; not your natural feeling 
of gradtude and honour. And he-^he would ^ 
serve to he shot, if it were not— ^But you Itte 
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iboEM worse than he is. I loath^ your character and 
your ccmdiict* ^ You struggled with your feelings^ 
you say. Yes! I have had feelings tq struggle 
with ; but I conquered them. I liavo bad a harder 
life than you have had ; but I have found com- 
fort in doing my duty. But I will sanction no such 
character as yoiirs : the world shall Ictiow that I feel 
difference between right* and wrong. If you 
are in want, I will provide for you — let my mother 
Imow. But you shall not come under my roof. It 
is enough that I have to bear tlio thought of your 
disgrace ; the sight of you is liateful to* me.*’ 

Slowly Maggie was turning away with despair in 
her heart. But the poor frightened mother’s love 
leaped out now, stronger than all dread. 

** My child : I'll go with you. You’ve got a 
mother." 

0 the sweet rest of that embrace to the heart- 
stricken Maggie I More helpful than all wisdom is 
one draught of simple human pity tliat will not for- 
sake us. 

Tom tamed and walked into the house. 

“Come in, my child," Mrs Tulliver whispered. 
** He’U let you stay and sleep in my bed. He won't 
deny &at, if I ask him." 

“No, mo&er/’ said Maggie, in a low tone, like a 
moan. “ I wrlU never go in.^ 

“ Then wait for me outside. I'll get ready and 
com with you." 

When his mother appeared with her bonnet on, 
Tom came out to her in the passage, and put money 
jj^ h^r bands. 
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« My house is yours, mother, always,” he said. 
“ You will come and let me know eveiything you 
want — you will come back to me.” 

Poor Mrs Tulliver took the money, tdo frightened 
to say anything. The only thing clear to her was 
the mother’s instinct, that she would go with her 
unhappy child. 

Maggie was waiting outside the gate ; she to^k 
her mother’s hand, and they walked a little way in 
silence. 

‘^Mother,” said Maggie, at last, ‘‘we will go to 
Luke’s cottage. Luke will take me in. He w^ 
very good to me when I was a little girl” 

“He’s got no room for us, my dear, now; his 
wife’s got so many children. I don’t know where 
to go, if it isn’t to one o* your aunts ; and I hardly 
durst,” said poor Mrs Tulliver, quite destitute of 
mental resources in this extremity. 

Maggie was silent a little while, and then said^ 

“ Let us go to Bob Jakin’s, mother ; his wife will 
have room for us, if they have no other lodger.” 

So they went on their way to St Ogg’s— to the 
old house by the river-side. 

Bob himself was at home, with a heaviness at 
heart which resisted even the new joy and pride 
possessing a two months’ old baby — quite the 
liest of its age that had ever been bom to prince 
paokman. He would perhaps not so thoroughly 
have understood all the dubiousness of 
appearance with Mr Stephmi Guest on ^ Icey ftfcv 
Mudport, if he had not witnessed the ejOfec^ . 

duoed on Tom when be went to report it; imd 
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tllieny the oircnzDStaQoes which in any case gave a 
disastrous character to her elopement, had passed 
beyond the more polite oircles of St Ogg's, and had 
become matter of common talk, accessible to the 
grooms and errand-boys. So that when he opened 
the door and saw Maggie standing before him in her 
sorrow and weariness, he had no questions to ask, 
eyoept one, which he dared only ask himself— where 
was Mr Stephen Guest ? Bob, for his part, hoped he 
might be in the warmest department of an asylum 
understood to exist in the other world for gentlemen 
who are likely to be in fallen circumstances there. 

The lodgings were vacant, and both Mrs Jakin 
the laiger and Mrs Jakin the less were commanded 
to make all things comfortable for “ the old Missis 
and the young Miss*' — alas! that she was still 
" Miss.^’ The ingenious Bob was sorely perplexed as 
to how this result could have come about—how Mr 
Stephen Quest could have gone away from her, or 
could have let her go away from him, when he had 
the chance of keeping her with him. But he was 
silent, and would not allow his wife to ask him a 
question; would not present himself in the room, 
lest it should appear like intrusion and a Wish to 
piy; ha^ng the same chivalry towards dark-eyed 
Msggie, as in the days when he had bought her the 
memorable present of books. 

But after a day or two Mrs Tulliver was gone to 


thtl again for a few hours to see to Tom’s house- 
told Maggie had wished this: after the 

outburst of feeling, which came as so6n 
auil^ bad no longer any aotiye purpose to fulfil, she 



342 THE MILL OK THE FLO^ 

was less in need of mother’s presence } isSie even 
desired to be alone with her grief. Bat she had been 
solitary only a little while in the old sitting-room 
that looked on the river, when there came a tap at 
the door, and turning round her sad face as she said, 
“ Come in/' she saw Bob enter with the baby in bis 
armjs, and Mumps at his heels. 

“ We*ll go back, if it disturbs you, Miss,” said BoJ). 

No,” said Maggie, in a low voice, wishing she 
could smile. 

Bob, closing the door behind him, came and st 
before her. 

“You see, weVe got a little ’un. Miss, and I 
wanted you to look at it, and take it in your arm|9, 
if you'd be so good. For we made free to name it 
after you, and it *ud be better for your takin’ a bit o' 
notice on it,” 

Maggie could not speak, but she put out her arms 
to receive the tiny baby, while Mumps snuffed at it 
anxiously, to ascertain that this transference was all 
right. • Maggie’s heart had swelled at this action 
and speech of Bob’s : she knew well enough that it 
was a way he had chosen to show bis sympathy atkd 
respect. 

“ Sit down. Bob,” she said presently, and he sat 
down in silence, finding his tongue unmanageable ip 
quite a new fashion, refusing to say what he wanted 
it to say, 

“ Bob,” she said, after a few momenta^ looking 
down at the baby, and holding it anxiously, aa if 
she feared it might slip from her Injnd and h^ 
fingers, “ I have a favour to ask of yOu.’ 
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** Don*t you Bpeiik so, Miss,” said Bob, grasping 
the driu of Mumps's neck; there's anything I 
can do for you, I should look upon it as a day's 
eamingB." ^ 

“ I want you to go to Dr Kenn's, and ask to speak 
to him, and tell him that I am here, and should 
be very grateful if he would oome to me while 
my mother is away. She will not come back till 
dvemng.” 

“ Eh, Miss — rd do it in a minute— it is but a 
step j but Dr Kenn's wife lies dead — sbe’s to be 
Auried to-morrow — died the day I oome from Mud- 
port. It's* all the more pity she should ha' died just 
now, if you want him. I hardly like to go a-nigh 
him yet" 

“ 0, no, Bob," said Maggie, “we must let it be— 
till after a few days, perhaps— when you hear that 
he is going about again. But perhaps he may be 
going out of town — to a distance," she added, with 
a new sense of despondency at this idea. 

“ Not he, Miss," said Bob. “ He'll none go away. 
He isn’t one o' them gentlefolks as go to cry at 
waterin'-plaoes when their wives die : he’s got sum* * 
mat else to do. He looks fine an' sharp after the 
parish— he does. He christened the little un ; an' 
ie was at me to know what I did of a Sunday, as I 
didn't come to church. But I told him I was upo' 
the travel three parts o' the Sundays — an' then I'm 
so used to bein’ on my legs, I can't sit so long on 
eod— ^ an' lors, sir,' says I, ‘a packman can do wi’ a 
small lowanoe o* church : it tastes strong,' says I j 
*.theiu*s iio call to lay it on thick.' Eb, Miss, hovf 
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good tbe little ^un is wi* you I It’s like as if it knowed 
you : it partly does, 1*11 be bound — ^like tbe birds 
know tbe momin’/^ 

BoVs tongue was now evidently loosed from its 
unwonted bondage, and might even be in danger of 
doing more work than was required of it. But the 
subjects on which he longed^tp be informed were so 
steep and difficult of approach, tliat his tongue w4s 
likely to run on along the level rather than to carry 
him on that unbeaten rofid. He felt this, and was 
silent again for a little while, ruminating mqi^ on 
the possible forms in which he might put a ques- 
tion. At last he said, in a more timid voice than 
usual, — 

**Will you give me leave to ask you only one 
thing, Miss?’^ 

Maggie was ratlier startled, but she answered, 
“ Yes, Bob, if it is about myself — not about any one 
else/' 

‘‘Well, Miss, it*s*this; Do you owe anybody a 
grudge?" 

“ No, not any one," said Maggie, looking up at 
him inquiringly. “ Why ? ” 

“ 0, lors, Miss," said Bob, pinohing Mumps^s nedk 
harder than ever, “ I wish you did — an' 'ud tell me 
— rd leather him till I couldn’t see — would— an’ 
the Justice might do what he liked to me arter." 

“ 0, Bob," said Maggie, smiling faintly, “ you’re 
a very good friend to me. But I shouldn’t like 
punish any one, even if they’d done me wrong ; 
done wrong myself too often." 

This view of things was puzzling tp Bob,^and 
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threw moxe obeotirity than ever over what conld pos- 
eibly have happened between Stephen and Maggie. 
Bnt further questions would liavo been too intru- 
sive, even if he could have framed them suitably, 
and he was obliged to cany baby away again to an 
expectant mother. 

“ Happen you’d like Mumps for company, Miss,” 
he said, when he had taken the baby again. “ He’s 
*raTe company — Mumps is — he knows ivcrything, 
an’ makes no bother about it. If I tell him, lie’ll 
lie *before you an’ watch you — as still — just as ho 
watches my pack. You’d better let me leave him a 
bit — he’ll get fond on you. Lors, it’s a fine thing 
to hev a dumb brute fond on you ; it’ll stick to you, 
an’ make no jaw.” 

^‘Yes, do leave him, please,” said Maggie. “I 
think I should like to have Mumps for a friend.” 

“ Mumps, lie down there,” said Bob, pointing to a 
place in front of Maggie, ** an’ niver do you stir till 
you’re spoke to.” 

Mumps lay down at once, and made no sign of 
xestlessneBS when liis master left the room. 



CHAPTER n. 

8T OGO’S PASI^ES JUDGMENT. 

It was soon known thronghont St Ogg's that Miss 
Tulliver was come back : had not, then, eloped 

in order to be married to Mr Stephen 6uest--at all 
events, Mr Stephen Gnest had not married her—* 
which came to the same thing, so far as her culpa* 
bilitj was concerned. We judge others aobording 
to results ; how else ? — not knowing the process by 
which results are arrived at. If Miss Tulliver, after 
a few months of well-chosen travel, had returned 
as Mrs Stephen Guest— with a post-marital trom^ 
seau, and all the advantages possessed even by the 
most unwelcome wife of an only son, public opizdon, 
which at St Ogg's, as elsewhere, always knew what 
to think, would haver judged in strict consist^cy 
with those results. Public opinion, in these cises, . 
is always of the feminine gender — ^not the worlds 
but the world^s wife : and she would have seen, 
two handsome young people — thj gentleman of 
the first family in St Ogg’s — ^having found 
in a false position, had been led into a course whhdzi 
to say the least of it, wias highly ix^ditno^ #^ 
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prodnctireof sad pain and disappointment, especially 
to tibat sweet young thing, Miss Deane. Mr Stephen 
Guest had certainly not behaved well; but then, 
young men were liable to those sudden infatuated 
attachments ; and bad as it might seem in Mrs Ste* 
phen Guest to admit the faintest advances from her 
cousin’s lover (indeed it been said that she was 
^actually engaged to young Wakem — old Wokein 
himself hod mentioned it), still she was very young 
— “and a deformed young man, you know I — and 
yodng Guest so very fascinating*; and, they say, he 
positively worships her (to be sure, that can’t last !) 
and he ran away with her in the boat quite against 
her will — and what could she do? She couldn’t 
come back then : no one would have spoken to her, 
and how very well that maize-coloured satinette be- 
eomes her complexion I It seems as if the folds in 
front were quite come in ; several of her dresses are 
made so ; — ^they say, he thinks nothing too hand- 
some to buy for her. Poor Miss Deane I She is 
very pitiable ; but then, there was no positive engage* 
ment; and the air at the coast will do her good. 
After all, if young Guest felt no more for her than 
ihaii it was better for her not tQ marry him. What 
a V^oderful marriage for a girl like Mias Tulliver 
-"^nite romantic I Why, young Guest will put up 
£ot the borough at the next election. Nothing like 
commerce nowadays! That young Wakem nearly 
went out of his mind — ^he always was rather queer ; 
but he's gone abroad again to be out of the way—* 
quite the best thing for a deformed young man. 
Hiss Unit declares she will never visit Mr and Mrs 
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Stephen Guest — saoh nonsense! pretending to be 
better than other people. Society couldn’t be carried 
on if wo inquired into private conduct in that way 
—and Christianity tells us to think no evil— and my 
belief is, that Miss Unit had no cards sent her.’’ 

But the results, we know, were not of a kind to 
warrant this extenuation of the past. Maggie had 
returned without a trousseau^ without a husband — \ 
in that degraded and outcast condition to which 
error is well known to l6ad ; and the world’s wife, 
with that fine instinct which is given her for the 
preservation of Society, saw at once that Miss Tul- 
liver*s conduct had been of the most aggravated 
kind. Could anytliing bo more detestable ? A girl 
so much indebted to her friends — whose motiber as 
well as herself had received so much kindness from 
tlie Deanes— to lay the design of winning a young 
man’s affections away from her own cousin, who had 
behaved like a sister to her I Winning his affco* 
tions ? That was not the phrase for such a girl as 
Miss Tullivor : it would have been more correct to 
say that she bad 'been actuated by mere unwomanly 
boldness and unbridled passion. There was always 
j|||methiDg questionable about her. That oonnectioD 
vwitli young Wakem, which, they said, had been 
carried on for years, looked very ill — disgusting, in 
fact I But with a girl of that disposition 1— To the 
world’s wife there had always been sometiung hft 
. Miss TuUiver's very physique that a refined inetfiK^ 
felt to be prophetic of harm; As for poor Ur Stc* 
phen Quest, he was rather pitiable then otherwilMi t 
a young man of five-and-tweniy is not to ba>t<iie 
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seyevely judged in these cases — he is really very 
much at the mercy of a designing bold girl. And 
it was olear that he had given way in spite of him- 
self : he had shaken her off as soon as he could ; 
indeed^ their having parted 'so soon looked very 
black indeed--:/br her. To be sure, he had written 
a letter, laying all the blame on himself, and telling 
^the story in a romantic fashion so as to try and 
make her appear quite innocent : of course ho could ' 
do that ! But the refined instinct of the world* s wife 
waS not to be deceived : providentially ! — else what 
would become of Society ? Why — ^her own brother 
had tai|;p6d her from his door : — ^he had seen enough, 
you might be sure, before he would do that. A tnily 
respectable young man — Mr Tom Tulliver : quite 
likely to rise in the world I His sister’s disgrace 
was naturally a heavy blow to him. It was to be 
hoped that she would go out of the neighbourhood 
—to America, or anywhere — so as to purify the air 
of St Ogg's from the taint of her presence— -ex- 
tremely dangerous to daughters there I No good 
could happen to her : it was only to bo hoped she 
Would repent, and that God would have mercy on 
her : He had not the care of Society on His hands 
— ae the world's wife had. 

It required nearly a fortnight for fine instinct to 
aeaure itself of these inspirations ; indeed, it was a 
whole week before Stephen's letter came, telling bis 
fii^ih^ tiie facts, and adding that he was gone across 
to fikdlond— had drawn upon the agent at Mudport 
Ibr mcmey^wos incapable of any resoluticai at pre- 
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M&ggie» all this while, was too eotirely^ed with 
a mure agonieing anxiety to spend any thought on 
the view that was being taken of her conduot by the 
world of St Ogg 8 : anxiety abou^Stephen— Luoy — 
Philip — beat on her poor heart in a hard, driving, 
ooaseless storm of mingled love, remorse, and pity. 
If she had thought of rejeotion and injustice at all, 
it would have seemed to her that they had done, 
their worst— that she could hardly feel any stroke 
from them intolerable sinde the words she had hei^ 
from her brother’s lips. Across all her anxlbt/ fiif; 
tho loved and the injured, those words shot again 
and again, like a horrible pang that woul^ have 
brought misery and dread even into a heaven of 
delights. Tlie idea of ever recovering happineiS 
never glimmered in her mind for a moment; it 
soemod as if every sensitive fibre in her were too 
eutiroly preoccupied by pain ever to vibrate agun 
to another influence. Life stretched before her as 
jone act of penitence, and all she craved, as she 
dwelt on her future lot, .was something to guarantee 
her from more falling : her own weakness haunted 
her like a vision of hideous possibilities^ that made 
no peace oonoeivable except such as lay in the sense 
of a sure refuge. 

But she was not without practioal intentions : the 
love of independence was too strong an inheiitanoe 
and a habit for her not to remember that she must 
get her bread; and when other pt^e^ looked 
vague, she fell back on that of returning to herplai^ 
sewing, and so getting enough to pay for her 
ing at Bob’s. She meant to persuade her mealier 
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letoA to the Hill and live with Tom 

agabi; and somehow or other she wonld iQaintaii!i 
herself at St Ogg^s. Dr Kenn would perhaps help 
her and advise She remembered his parting 
wosds at the bazaar. She remembered the momen* 
tarjr feeling of reliance that had sprung in her when 
he was talking with her, and she waited with yearn- 
ing expectation for the opportunity of confiding 
everytlung to him. Her inother called every day at 
Mr Deane's to learn how Lhcy was : the report was 
always sad — ^nothing had yet roused her from the 
feeble passivity which had come on with the first 
diook. But of Philip, Mrs Tulliver had learned 
nothing: naturally, no one whom she mot would 
speak to her about what related to her daughter. 
But at last she summoned courage to go and see 
sister Glegg, who of course would know everything, 
and had been even to see Tom at the Mill in Mrs 
TuUiver’s absence, though he had said nothing of 
what had passed on the occasion. 

As soon as her mother was gone, Maggie put on 
her bonnet. She had resolved on walking to the 
Bectoiy and asking to see Dr Eenn : ho was in deep 
gri^jp-.bnt the grief of another does not jar upon us 
in auoh ciroumstanoes. It was the first time she had 
been beyond the door since her return ; neverthe- 
less her mind was so bent on the purpose of her 
walk, that the unpleasantness of meeting people on 
Ste way, and. being stared at, did not occur to her. 
had no sooner passed beyond the nerrower 
which she had to thread from BoVs dwell* 
tigy dtei die became aware of unusual glances cast 
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|tt her; and this oonscionsness made her hnny along 
nervously, afraid to look to right or left. Preeently, 
however, she came full on Mrs and Mise Turnbull, 
old acquaintances of her famil;y they both looked 
at her strangely, and turned a little aside without 
speaking. All hard looks wore pain to Maggie, but 
her self-reproach was too strong for resentment : no 
wonder tliey will not speak to rao, she thought — 
they are very fond of Lucy. But now she knew 
that she was about to pkss a groyp of gentlemen, 
who were standing at the door of the billiard-rooms, 
and slie could not help seeing young Torry step out 
a little with his glass at his eye, and bow to her with 
ijiat air of nonchalance which he might have be- 
stowed on a friendly bar-maid. Maggie’s pride was 
too intense for her not to feel that sting, even in the 
midst of her sorrow ; and for the first time the 
thought took strong hold of her that she would 
liave other obloquy cast on her besides that which 
was felt to be duo to her breach of faith towards 
Lucy. But she was at the Beotory now ; there, 
perhaps, she would fitid something else than retri- 
butidti. Ketribution may come from any voice : the 
hardeil, cruelest., most imbruted urchin at the street- 
comer can inflict it ; surely help and pity are rarer 
things — more needful for the righteous to bestow. 

She was shown up at once, after being announced, 
into Dr Eenn’s study, whore he sat amongst piled- 
up books, for which he had litUe appetite, leaning 
his cheek against the head of his youngest child, a 
girl of three. The child was sent aWay with the 
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senrant, and when the door was closed, Dr Eetm 
said, placing a chair for Maggie,—^ 

I was coming to see you, Miss Tulliver ; you 
haire anticipated I am glad you did/’ 

Maggie looked ^ him with her childlike direct* 
ness as she had done at the bazaar, and said, I 
want to tell you everything.” But her eyes filled 
fast with tears as she saitk it, and all the pent-up 
excitement of her humiliating walk would have its 
Tent before she could say nlore. 

“T)o tell me everything,” Dr Kenn said, with quiet 
kindness in his grave firm ypice. Tliink of me as 
one to whom a long experience has been granted, 
which may enable him to help you.” 

In i;ather broken sentences, and with some effort, 
at first, but soon with the greater ease that came 
from a sense of relief in the confidence, Maggie told 
the brief story of a struggle that must be the be* 
ginning of a long sorrow. Only the day before, Br 
Kenn had been made acquainted with the contents 
of Stephen’s letter, and ho hod believed them at 
once, without the confirmation of Maggie’s state- 
ment That involuntary plaint of hers, “ 0 , 1 must 
ffOf' had remained with him as the sign th^ she 
w^ undergoing some inward conflict. 

Maggie dwelt the longest on the feeling which 
liad made her come back to her mother and brother, 
which made her cling to all the memories of the 
past When she had ended, Dr Kenn was silent 
some minutes: there was a difiiculfy on his 
mind. He rose, and walked up and down 
TOL^ in z 
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hearth with his hands behind him. At last he 
seated himself again, and said, looking at Hag^e-^ 
Your prompting to go to^ yoor nearest Mends 
to remain where all the ties of yonr life have been 
formed — is a true prompting, to which the Ghurdi 
in its original constitution and discipline responds 
— opening its arms to the penitent — watching over 
its oliildren to the last^ — never abandoning them 
until they are liopelessly reprobate. And the 
Church ought* to represent the feeling of the com- 
munity, BO that every parish should be a fa&ily 
knit together by Christian brotherhood under a 
spiritual fatiier. But the ideas of discipline and 
Cliristian fraternity are entirely relaxed — they can 
hardly be said to exist in the public mind : they 
bardly survive except in the partial, contradictory 
form they have taken in the narrQw communities of 
schismatics ; and if I were not supported by the firm 
faith that the Church must ultimately recover the 
full force of that constitution which is alone fitted 
to human needs, I should often lose heart at observ- 
ing the want of fellowship and sense of mutual 
responsibility among my own flock. At present 
eveiything seems tending towards the relaxation 
of ties — ^towards the substitution of wayward ohoioe 
for the adherence to obligation, which has its roota 
in the past. Your conscience and your heart have 
given you true light on this point, MissTulUver; 
and I have said ell this that you may know wlmt 
my wish about you — ^wbat my advice to you— woidd 
be, if they sprang from my own feeling mi opinion 
unmodified by oounteiaoting oiroumataueea’* 
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Dr Eenti paused a little while. There was an 
entire absence of efiusive benevolence in his man- 
ner; there was something almost cold in the gravity 
of his look and voice. If Maggie had not known 
that hia benevolence was persevering in proportion 
to its reserve, she might have been chilled and 
frightened As it was, she listened expectantly, 
quite sure that there would be some offectivo help 
in his words. He went on. 

“ Your inexperience of •the world, Miss Tiilliver, 
presents you from anticipating fully the very unjust 
conceptions tflat will probably be formed concerning 
your conduct — conceptions which wdiriiavo a baneful 
effect, even in spite of known evidence to disprove 
them.” 

** 0, I do — I begin to see,” said Maggie, unable 
to repress this utterance of her recent pain. I 
know I shall be insulted : I shall bo thouglit worse 
than I am.” 

“ You perhaps do not yet know,” said Dr Kenn, 
with a touch of more personal pity, ‘‘ that a letter 
is come which ought to satisfy every one who has 
known anything of you, that you chose the steep and 
difficult path of a return to the right, at the moment 
4h^ that return was most of all difficult.” 

“ ‘*Oh~where is he?” said poor Maggie, with a 
flush and t^mor that no presence could have hin- 
dered 

> He is gone abroad : he has written of all that 
passed to faifi father. He has vindicated you to the 
utmost; and I hope the communication of ilutt letter 
ip your oousin will have a beneficial effect on her/’ 
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Dr Senn waited for her to get calm again before 
ho went on, 

ThaJ; litter, as I said, ought to suffice to pro- 
vent false impressions concerning you. But I am 
bound to tell you. Miss Tullivor, that not only 
experience of my whole life, but my obsorvatioh 
within the last three days, makes me fear that there 
is hardly any evidence which will save you from tho^ 
painful effect of false imputations. The persons who 
are the most incapable of a conscientious struggle 
such as yours, are precisely those who will be liKoly 
to shrink from you ; because they will not believe 
in your struggle. I fear your life here will be 
attended not only with much pain, but with many 
obstructions. For tins reason — g.nd for this only — ^ 
I ask yon to consider whether it will not perhaps 
bo better for you to take a situation at a distance, 
according to your former intention. I will exert 
myself at once to obtain one for you.” 

if I could but stop here f” said Maggie. 

I have no heart to begin a strange life again. I 
should have no stay. I should feel like a lonely 
wanderer — out off from the past. I have written 
to the lady who offered me a situation to excuse 
myself. If I remained here, I could perhaps atone 
in some way to Lucy — to otliers : I could convince 
them that Tm sorry. And,'* she adde^ with some 
of the old proud fire flashing out, “ I will not go 
away because people say false things of me. They 
shall learn to retract them. If I must go away at 
last, because — ^because others ^dsh it, I will not go 
now." 
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^ ^ Well,'’ said Dr Eenn, after some oonsideration, 
“ if you determine on that, Miss Tulliver, you may 
rely on all the influence my position ^ea me. I 
am bound to aid and countenance you by the very 
duties of my office as a parish priest. I will add, 
that personally I have a deep interest in your peace 
of mind and welfare.” . 

** The only thing I want is some occupation that 
Vill enable me to get my bread and bo independent,” 
said Maggie. I shall net Want much. I can go 
on lodging where I am.” 

“ I must think over the subject maturely,” said 
Dr Kenn, “and in a few days I shall be better able 
to ascertain tbo general feeling. I shall come to 
see you : I shall bear you constantly in mind.” 

When Maggie had left him, Dr Kenn stood ru- 
minating with his hands behind hirn^ and his eyes 
fixed on the carpet, under a painful sense of doubt 
and difficulty. The tone of Stephen’s letter, which 
ho had read, and the actual relations of all the p'T- 
sons concerned, forced upon him powerfully the idea 
of an ultimate marriage between Stephen and Maggie 
as the least evil; and the impossibility of their proxi- 
mity in St Ogg's on any other supposition, until 
after years of separation, threw an insurmountable 
prospective difficulty over Maggie’s stay there. On 
tlie other hand, he entered with all the comprehen- 
sion of a man who had known spiritual conflict, and 
lived through years of devoted service to his fellow- 
men, into that state of Maggie’s heart and oon- 
science which made the consent to the marriage a 
desecration to her : her conscience must not be tarn- 
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pered with : the principle on which she bad acted 
was a safer guide than any balancing of conse- 
quences. His experience told him that interveu* 
tion was too dubious a responsibility to be lightly 
incurred : the possible issue either of an endeavour 
to restore the former relations with Lucy and Thflip, 
or of counselling submission to this irruption of a 
new feelingf was hidden in a darkness all the more^ 
impenetrable because each immediate step was clog- 
ged with evil. 

The great problem of the shifting relation between 
passion and duty is clear to no man who is capable 
of approhonding it : the question whether the mo- 
ment has come in which a man has fallen below the 
possibility of a renunciation that will carry any efil- . 
caoy, and must accept the sway of a passion against 
which he had struggled as a trespass, is one for 
which we have no master-key that will lit all cases. 
The casuists have become a byword of reproach; but 
their perverted spiiit of minute discrimination was 
the shadow of a truth to which eyes and hearts are 
too often fatally sealed — ^the truth, that moral judg- 
ments must remain false and hollow, unless they are 
checked and enlightened by a perpetual reference 
to the speoial oircumstances that mark the indivi- 
dual lot. 

AH people of broad, strong sense have an instinc- 
tive repugnance to the men of maxims ; became 
such people early discern that the mysterious com- 
plexity of our life is not to be embraced by maxims, 
and that to lace ourselves up in formulas of that 
sort is to repress all the divine promptings jSIld 
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iaq^initioxis timt spring from growing insight and 
sympathy. And the man of maxims is the popular 
representative of the minds that areT guided in their 
moral judgment solely by general rules, thinking 
that these will lead them to justice by a ready- 
made patent method, without the trouble of exert- 
ing patience, discrimination, impartiality — ^without 
any care to assure themselves whether they have 
insight that comes from a bardly-eamod esti- 
mate of temptation, or from a life vivid and intense 
enemgh to have created a wido fellow-feeling with 
all that is human. 



CHAPTER III. 

BHOWINQ THAT OLD ACQUAINTANCES ARE CAPABLE OP 
SURPRISING US. 

When Maggie was at home again, her mother 
brought lior nows of an iinexpooted line of conduct 
in aunt Glegg. As long as Maggie had not been 
hoard of, Mrs Glegg iiad half- closed her shutters 
and drawn down her blinds : sho felt assured that 
Maggie was drowned : that was far more probable 
than that her niece and legatee should have done 
anything to wound the family hoi^our in the ten- 
derest point. When, at last, she learned from Tom 
tliat Maggie had come home, and gathered from htm 
what was her explanation of her absence, she btirst 
forth in severe reproof of Tom for admitting the 
worst of his sister until ho was compelled. If yon 
were not to stand by your kin ” as long as there 
was a shred of honour attnbutable to them, pray 
what were you to stand by? Lightly to admit 
conduct in one of your own family that would force 
you to alter your will, had never been the way of the 
Dod^ns; and.though Mrs Glegg had always at^inred. 
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ill of Maggio’s future at a time when other people 
were perhaps less clear-sighted, yet fair-play was a 
jewel, and it was not for her own friends to help to 
rob the girl of her fair fame, and to cast her out from 
family shelter to the scorn of tlio outer world, until 
she had become unequivocally a family disgrace. The 
circumstances were unprecedented in Mrs Glegg’s ex- 
perience — nothing of that kind had hajjponed among 
Vne Dodsons M)ro ; but it was a case in which her 
hereditary rectitude and personal strength of charac- 
ter HTound a common channel along with her funda- 
mental ideas of clanship, as they did in her life-long 
regard io equity in money matters. She quarrelled 
with Mr Glegg, whose kindness, flowing entirely into 
compassion for Lucy, made him as hard in his judg- 
ment of Maggie as Mr Doano himself was ; and, fum- 
ing against her sister Tulliior because she did not 
at once come to her for advice and help, shut herself 
up in her own room with Baxter's Saint’s Host” 
from morning till night, denying herself to all visits ts, 
till Mr Glcgg brought from Mr Deano the nows of 
Stephen’s letter. Tlion Mrs Glegg felt that she had 
adequate fighting-ground^ then she laid aside Baxter, 
and was.ready to meet all comers. While Mrs Pullet 
ctsuld do nothing but sliake her head and cry, and 
wish that cousin Abbot had died, or any number of 
funerals had happened rather than this, which had 
never happened before, so that there was no knowing 
how to act, and Mrs Pullet could nevef enter St Ogg's 
again, because acquaintances'’ knew of it all, — Mrs 
Glegg only hoped that Mrs Wooll, or any one else, 
would come to her with their fedse tales about her 
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own nieooy and she would know what to saj to 
ill-advised person ! 

Again she had a scene of remonstrance with Tom^ 
all the more severe in proportion to the greater 
strongtli of hor present position. But Totn^ like 
other immovable things^ seemed only the more rigidly 
fixed under that attempt to shako him. Poor Tom! 
ho judged by what he had been able to see ; and the 
judgment was painful enough to himself He thought* 
ho had tho demonstration .of facts observed through 
years by his own eyes which gave no warning of 
their imperfection, that Maggie’s nature was utterly 
untrustworthy, and too strongly marked with evil 
tendencies to bo safely treated with leniency: be 
would act; on that demonstration at any cost ; but 
the thought of it made his days bitter to him, Tom^ 
like every one of us, Hwas imprisoned within the 
limits of his own nature, and his education bad 
simply glided over him, leaving a slight deposit of 
polish : if you are inclined to be severe on his seve* 
rity, remember that the responsibility of toleranoe 
lies with those who have the wider vision. There 
had arisen in Tom a repulsion towards Maggie that 
derived its very intensity from their early -childish 
love in the time when they had clasped tiny fiugeti 

S ther, and^eir later sense .of nearness in a com* 
duty and a common sorrow : the sight of her, ae 
he had told her, was hateful to him. In thia brai^ 
of the Dodson family aunt Qlegg found a stronger 
nature than her own — a nature in whidi family Ibel* 
ing had lost the character of danshipi^in taking on 
a doubly deep dye of personal pride. His Glegg 
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allowed that Maggie ought to be punished — she was 
not a woman to deny that — she knew what conduct 
was; but punished in proportion to the misdeeds 
proved against her^ not to those which were cast 
upmi her by people outside her own family, who 
might wish to show that their own kin were better. 

Tour aunt Qlegg scolded me so as niver was, 
my dear/* said poor Mrs Tulliver, when slie oanio 
Lack to Maggie, “ as I didn’t go to lier before — she 
said it wasn’t for her to came to ino iirst. But she 
spoke like a sister, too: having she allays was, and 
hard to please — 0 dear ! — ^but she’s said the kindest 
word as has ever been spoko by you yet, my child. 
For she says, for all sho's been so set again’ having 
one extry in the house, and making extry spoons and 
things, and putting her about in her ways, you shedl 
have a shelter in her house, tf you’ll go to her duti- 
ful, and she’ll uphold you against folks as say harm 
of you when they’ve no call. And I told her I 
thought you couldn’t bear to see nobody but me, 
you was so beat down with trouble ; but she said, 
won’t throw ill words at her — there’s them out 
o’ th’ family ’uU be ready enough to do that: But 
X’K give^her good advice; an’ she must be humble.’ 
It’s Wonderful o’ Jane; for I’m sure she used to 
throw everything I did wrong at me—^lf it was the 
tftimii wine as turned out bad, or the pies too hot— 
or wbativer it was.” 

! mothm*/’ said poor Maggie, shrinking from 
th0 thou^t of all the contact her braised .mind 
would have to bear, “ tell her I’m very grateful — 
FJd go to see her as soon as 1 can ; but I can’t see 
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any one just yot, except Dr Kenn. Fve been to him 
— ^ho will advise me, and help me to get some occu- 
pation. I can’t live with any one, or be dependent 
on them, tell aunt Glegg ; I must get my own bread. 
But did you hear nothing of Philip— Philip Wakem? 
Have you never seen any one that has mentioned 
him?” 

“No, my dear: but I’ve been to Lucy's, and I 
saw your uncle, and he says they got her to listen 
to the letter, and she took notice o’ Miss Guest, and 
asked questions, and the doctor thinks she’s on ‘the 
turn to be better. What a world this is — what 
trouble, 0 dear ! The law was the first beginning, 
an’ it’s gone from bad to worse, all of a sudden, just 
when the luok seemed on tho turn.” This was die 
first lamentation that Mrs Tullivor had let slip to 
Maggie, but old habit bad been revived by the in- 
terview with sister Glegg. 

“My poor, poor mother!” Maggie burst out, out 
to the heart with pity and compunction, and throw- 
ing licr arms round her mother’s neck, “ I was 
always naughty and troublesome to you. And now 
you might have been happy if it ^dn’t been for 
me.” 

“ Eh, my dear,” said Mrs Tulliver, leaning towards 
tlio warm yohng cheek ; “ I must put up wi' my 
children — I shall never have no more j and if they 
bring me bad luok, 1 must bo fond on it— there’s 
nothing else much to be fond on, for my fumitur’ 
went ^long ago. And you’d got to bo very good 
once ; I can’t think how it’s tamed out the wrong 
way BO I” 
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Still two or three more days passed, and Maggie 
heard nothing of Philip; anxiety about him was 
becoming her predominant trouble, and she sum- 
moned courage at last to inquire about him of Dr 
Eenn, on his next visit to her. Ho did not even 
know if Philip was at home. The older Wakom was 
made moody by an acoumulation of annoyance : the 
disappointment in this young Jetsomo, to whom, 
apparently, he was a good deal attached, had been 
followed close by the catastrophe to his son's hopes 
after he had conooded his feelings to them, and in- 
cautiously mentioned this concession in St Ogg’s, — 
and he was almost fierce in his brusqueness when 
any one asked him a question about his son* But 
Philip could hardly have been ill, or it would have 
been known through the calling in of the medical 
man ; it was probable that he was gone out of the 
town for a little while. Maggie sickened under this 
suapenso, and her imagination began to live more 
and more persistently in what Philip was enduring. 
What did he believe about her ? 

At last Bob brought her a letter, without a post- 
mark, directed in a hand which she knew fanuli airly 
in. the letters of her own name — a band in which 
her name had been written long ago, in a pocket 
Sh^akespearo which she possossed. Her mother was 
iii the room, and Maggie, in violent agitation, hurried 
tip*BtairS| that she might read the letter, in solitude* 
She read it with a throbbing brow. 

Maqoie, — I believe in you — I know you never 
meant to deceive me — I know you tried to keep 
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faith to me, and to all I believed thia before I had 
any other evidence of it than your own nature. The 
night after 1 laat parted from yon I enffeied tormenta 
I had Been what convinced me that yon were not 
free ; that there was another wliose presence bad a 
power over you which mine never possessed ; but 
through all the suggestions-^almost murderous sug- 
gestions — of rage and jealousy, my mind made itp 
way to belief in your truthfulness. I was sure that 
you meant to cleave td me, as you had said ; that 
you had rejected him ; that you struggled to re- 
nounce him, for Lucy’s sake and for mine. But I 
could see no issue that was not fatal for you; and 
that dread shut out the very thought of resignation. 

I foresaw that ho would not relinquish you, and I 
believed then, as I believe now, that the strong at- 
traction which drew you together * proceeded only 
from one side of your characters, and belonged to 
that partial, divided action of our nature which 
makes half the tragedy of the human lot F have 
felt the vibration of chords in j^our nature, that I 
have continually felt the want of in his. But 
httf)S I am wrong ; perhaps I feel about you aft the 
artist does about the scone over which hie ftOul has* 
brooded with love ; he would trembift to see lixionr 
fidod to Other hands ; he would never believe that it 
could bear for another all the meaning and the 
beauty it bears for him. " 

I dared not trust myself to Fee yon^ihat mom- 
ing; I was filled with selfish passion ; t was shat- 
tered by a night of conscious delirium. I told 
long ago that I had never beeh resigned even to 
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mediocnty of my powers : how could I be resigned 
to the loss of the one thing which had ever come to 
me on earth, with the promise of such deep joy as 
would give a new and blessed meaning to the foro- 
going pain— promise of another self that would 
lift my aching affection into the divine rapture of an 
ever«Bpringing, ever-satisfied want? 

^ ** But the miseries of that night had prepared me 
for what came before the next. It was no surprise 
to me. I was certain that ^ho had prevailed on you 
to Moriiioo everything to him, and I waited with 
equal certainty tb hear of your man-iage. I mea- 
sured your love and his by my own. But I was 
wrong, Maggie. There is something stronger in 
you than your love for him. 

“ I will not tell you what I went through in that 
interval. But even in its utmost agony-*- even in 
those terrible throes that love must suffer before it 
can be disembodied of selfish desire — tny love Tor 
you sufficed to withhold me from suicide, without 
the aid of any other motive. In the midst of my 
egoism, I yet could not bear to come like a death- 
sbadow across the feast of your joy. I could not 
bear to forsake the world in which yon still lived 
and-li>ight"need mo ; it was part of the faith I had 
vowed to you — lo wait and endure. Maggie, that 
is a proof of what I write now to assure you of — 
that no anguish I have had to bear ori your account 
has been too heavy a price to pay for the new life 
Into which 1 have entered in loving you. I want 
you to put aside all grief because of the grief you 
imve censed me. I was nurtured in tha sense of 
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privation; I never oxpeoted happiness; and in 
knowing you, in loving you, 1 have Imd, and still 
have, what reconciles me to life. You have been to 
my affections what light, what colour is to my eyes 
—what music is to the inward ear ; ypu have raised 
a dim unrest into a vivid consciousness. The new 
life I have found in oaring for your joy and sorrow 
more than for what is directly my own, has transt 
formed the spirit of rebellious murmuring into that 
willing endurance which' is tlie birth of strong sym- 
pathy. I think nothing but such complete and in- 
tense love could have initiated me into that enlarged 
life which grows and grows by appropriating the 
life of others; for before, I was always dragged 
back from it by ever-present painful self-consoious- 
nesa I even think sometimes that this gift of 
transferred life which has come to me jn loving you, 
may be a new power to me. 

“ Then — dear one — ^in spite of all, you have boon 
the blessing of my life. Let no self-reproach weigh 
on you because of me. It is I who should ratlier 
reproach myself for having urged my feelings upon 
you, and hurried you into words that you have felt 
as fetters. You meant to be true to those words; 
jrou been true. I can measure your saorifice 
by what I have known in only one half-hour of 
your presence witli me, when I dreamed that yOu 
might love me best. But, Maggie, 1 have nO just 
olaim on you for more than affeotioni^ remem^ 
hrance. 

**Fot some time I have shrunk from writing to 
you, because I have shrunk dven from the appear* 
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of wiahmg to tiirast mysolf before yoi^ and so 
repeating my original error* But you will not mis« 
oOnstpie me. I know that wo must keep apart for 
a long while ; cruel tongaes would force us apart, if 
nothiag else did* But I shall uot go away* The 
plaoo where you are is the one whore my mind must 
live, whOrever I might travel. And remember that 
1 am unohangeably yours : yours — not with selfish 
wishes; but witli a devotion that excludes such 
wishes. 

**^Qod comfort you, — my loving, large -souled 
Maggie. If every one else has misconooived you, 
rom^ber that you have never been doubted by 
him whose heart recognised you ten years ago. 

Do not believe any one who says I am ill, be- 
cause I am not seen out of doors. I have only had 
nervous headaches — no worse than I have some- 
times had them before. But the overpowering beat 
indines me. to bo perfectly quiescent in the day- 
time. I am strong enough to obey any -word which 
^all tell me that I can servo you by word or deed. 

“ Yours, to the last, 

‘‘Philip Wakem.” 

• 

.Maggie knelt by the bed sobbing, with that 
. letter pressed under her, her feelings again and again 
themselves in a whispered cry, always in 
the same words : 

0 God, is there any happiness in love that could 
make me forget their pain 
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CHAPTER IV. 

MAOOIE LUCY. 

By the end of the week Dr Kenn had taade np faia 
mmd that there was only one way in which he coitld 
secure to Maggie a suitable living at St Ogg's. Even 
with bis twenty years* experience as a pariah priest, 
he was aghast at the obstinate continuance of impu- 
tations against her in the face of evidence. HHlierto 
he had been rather more adored and appealed to 
than was quite agreeable to him ; but now, in at- 
tempting to open the ears of women to reason, and 
their oonsoienoes to justice, on behalf of Maggie Ttd- 
liver, he suddenly found himself as powertess oa he 
was aware he would have been if he had attempted 
to influence the shape of bonnets. Dr Kenki OC^d 
not be oontradiotod ; be was listened to in iftenOe i , 
but when he left the room, a comparison of-opinicma 
among his hearers yielded much the same iresnlt 
as before. Miss Tolliver had undeniably ibsted in 
a blamable manner ; even Dr Kenn did not 4^ 
that: how, then, could he think so ttgh% otl^m 
to pot that iiivourable intexpretatioQ on eyeiyiblng 
fibQ bad done? Sven on the sv^ipoitttion that 
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qtlired tho utmost stretch of ^belief-^uamely, that 
none of the things said about Hiss TulUver were 
true — since they had been said about her, they 
had cast an odour round her which must cause her 
to be shrunk from by every woman who had to take 
care of her own reputation — and of Society. To 
have taken Maggie by the hand and said, “ I will 
not believe unproved evil of you : my lips shall not 
titter it ; my ears shall be closed against it : I, too, 
am an erring mortal, liahle to stumble, apt to come 
short of my most earnest efforts ; your lot lias been 
harder than mine, your temptation greater; let us 
help each olher to stand and walk writliout more 
falling;” — to have done this would have demanded 
courage, deep pity, self-knowledge, generous trusi*— 
w’ould have demanded a mind tliat tasted no piquancy 
in evil-speaking, that felt no seJf-exaltation in con- 
demning, that cheated itself with no largo words into 
the belief that life can have any moral end, any high 
religion, which excludes the striving after perfeoi 
truth, justice, and love towards the individual men 
women who come across our own path« The 
ladies of 8t Ogg’s were not beguiled by any wide 
speculative conceptions ; but they had their i'avourite 
abstraction, called Society, which sened to make 
their consciences perfectly easy in doing what satis- 
fied their own egoism — thinking and speaking the 
worst of Maggie TuUiver, and turning their backs 
upon her. It was naturally disappointing to Dr 
Kenn^ aftor two years of superfluous incense from 
hk feminine parishioners, to find them suddenly 
rnaiptaining their views in opposition to his ; l^t 
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theiii they maintained them in oppomtion in a 
Higher Authority, which they. had venerated longer^^ 
That Authority had funrished a very explicit amnver 
to persona who might inquire where theit aockd 
duties began, and might be inclined to take wide 
views as to the starting-point. The answer had nOt 
turned on the ultimate good of Society, but on a 
certain man'' who was found in trouble hy thei^ 
wayside. 

Not that St Ogg s was emjf^ty of women with some 
tenderness of heart and consdonoe : probably it Had 
OB fair a proportion of human goodness, in it as any 
other small trading town of tliat day. Bat until every 
good man is brave, we must expect to find many good 
women timid : too timid even to believe in the oor« 
reotness of their own best promptinga, when these 
would plaoe them in a minority. And the men at 
St Ogg’s were not all brave by any means : some cif 
them were oven fond of soandal — and to an extent 
that might have given their conversation an efiduk 
nate character, if it had not been distinguisbed by 
moaouline jokes, and by an occasional shrug of 
shoulders at the mutual hatred of women. It was 
the general feeling of the masculine mind at StOgg^i 
that women were not to be interfered with in ii^ 
treatment of eaoh other. 

And thns every dixeotioD in which Dr Kexm had. > 
tamed in the hope of procuring some kind reecg- 
nition and some employment for Maggici a 

disappointment to him. Mrs JamM Tony . ' 

think of taking Maggie as a nursery govemessi aiMar' 
temporari}y~a young womaii abont whom ** 
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had beeo aaid/^ aod about whom geutloiD^ 
jokedj’’ and Hus Eirke, who had a apinal complaint, 
and wanted a reader and oomponion, felt quite sure 
Maggie’s mind must be of a quality witli w^hich 
she, for her part, oould not risk contact Why did 
not Hiss TuUiver accept the shelter offered her by 
her aunt Glogg ? — ^it did not become a girl like her 
to refuse it. Or else, why did she not go out of the 
neighbourhood, and get a situation whore she was 
not known? (It was not, apparently, of so much 
im^rtanoe that she should carry her dangerous ten- 
dencies into strange families unknown at St Ogg’s.) 
She must be very bold and hardened to wish to stay 
in a parish where she was so much stared at and 
whispered about. 

Dr Konn, having great^natural firmness, began, in 
the presence of this opposition, as every firm man 
would have done, to contract a certain strength of 
determination over and above what vrould have been 
called forth by the end in view. Ho himself wanted s 
daily governess for his younger children; and though 
be had hesitated in the first instance to offer this 
position to Maggie, the resolution to protest with the 
utmost force of his personal and priestly character 
Igmust ber being crushed and driven away by slan- 
&r, was now decisive. Maggie gratefully accepted 
an 'om|doyment that gave her duties as well as a 
support : her days would be filled now, and solitary 
evemuga would be a welcome rest. She no longer 
the sacrifice her mother made in staying with 
%eatj and Mrs Tulliver was persuaded to go back to 

ttbm 
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^ But now it began to bo diacoTered that Dr Kenn^ 
exemplary aa he had hitherto appeared, had hia 
crotchets — possibly his weaknesses* The masculine 
mipd of St Ogg’s smiled pleasantly, and j^id not won* 
der that Eenn liked to see a fine pair of eyes daily, 
or that he was inclined to take so lenient a view of 
the past; the feminine mind, regarded at that period 
as less powerful, took a more melancholy view of the 
case. If Dr Kenn should be beguiled into marrying 
that Miss Tullivor I It was not safe to be too con- 
fident, even about the best of men : an apostle had 
fallen, and wept bitterly afterwaids; and though 
Peter’s denial was not a close precedent, his repent- 
ance was likely to be. 

Maggie had not taken her daily walks to the Rec- 
tory for many weeks, befose the dreadful possibility 
of her some time or other becoming the Rector’s wife 
had been talked of so often in confidence, that ladies 
were beginning to discuss how they should behave 
to her in that position. For Dr Kenn, it had been 
understood, had sat in the schoolroom half an hour 
one morning, when Miss Tulliver was giving her 
lessons ; nay, ho had sat there every morning : he 
had once walked home with her — he almost 
walked home with her — and if not, be went to' see 
herein the evening. YHiat an artful creatnre she 
was I What a mother for tliose children ! It was 
enough to make poor Mrs Kenn turn in her grave, 
that they should be put under the care of this girl 
only a few weeks after her death. Wculd he be so 
lost to propriety as to marry her before iSio year 
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vaa oipit? The mAeoaline mind was saroastio, and 
tiionght not ' 

The Hiss Gueats saw an alleviation to the sorrow 
of witne^iog a folly in their Rector : at least their 
brother woUd be safe ; and their knowledge of Ste* 
phen's tenacity was a constant ground of alarm to 
* them^ lest he should come back and marry Maggie. 
^They were not among those who disbelieved their 
brother’s letter ; but they had no oonfidence in Mag- 
gie^s adherence to her renunoiation of him ; they sus- 
pected that she had shrunk rather from the elope- 
ment than from the mariiage, and that she lingered 
in St 0gg*8, relying on his return to her. They had 
always thought her disagreeable ; they now thought 
her artful and proud ; having quite as good grounds 
for that judgment a$ you and I probably have for 
many strong opinions of the same kind. Formerly 
they had not altogether delighted in tho contem- 
plated match with Lucy, but now their dread of a 
marriage between Stephen and Maggie added irs 
mpmentnm to their genuine pity and indignation on 
behalf of the gentle forsaken girl, in making them 
desire that be should return to her. As soon as Lucy 
wail able to leave homCr she was to seek relief from 
oppressive heat of this August by going to tho 
OCMStwith the Hiss Guests; and it was in their plans 
that Stephen should be induced to join them. On 
the very first hint of gossip concerning Maggie and 
pt%Av% the report was conveyed in Miss Guest’s 
te hfiir brother. 

]£iggie had frequent tidings through her mother. 
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or aunt Olegg, or Dr Kenny of LnoyV gradual pto* 
gross towards recovery, and her thoughts tended 
continually towards her uncle Deane’'8 house : she 
hungered for an interview with Lucy, if it were only 
for five minutes — to utter a word of peiiditenoey to bo 
assured by Lucy’s own eyes and lips that she did 
not believe in tho willing treachery of those whom 
slio had loved and trusted. But she knew that even 
if her uncle’s indignation had not closed his house 
against her, tlie agitation of such an interview would 
have been forbidden to Lucy. Only to have seen her 
without speaking, would have been some relief ; for 
Maggie was haunted by a face cruel in its very gen- 
tleness : a face that liad been turned on hers with 
^lad sweet looks of tnist and love from the twilight 
time of memory ; changed now to a sad and weary 
face by a first heart-stroke. And as the days passed 
on, that pale image became more and more distinct 
— ^the picture grew and grew into more speaking de- 
finiteness under tho avenging hand of remorse ; the 
soft hazel eyes, in their look of pain, were bent for 
ever on Maggie, and pierced her the more because 
she could see no auger in them. But Lucy was not 
yet able to go to church, or any place where Maggie 
could see her ; and even the hope of that departed^ 
when the news was told her by aunt Olegg, that 
Luoy was really going auay in a few days to Scar- 
borough with the Miss Guests, who had been heerd 
to say that they expected ibeir brother to meet thelu 
there. - v 

Only those who have known what hardest inwaair 
conflict isi can ow what Maggie felt as she sat in « 



Tm MiLt <m THS Ftofia 87 t 

her looelinesa the eveDing after hearing that news 
from MraOlegg^ — only those who have known what 
it is to dread their own selfish desires as the watch- 
ing motlier would dread the sleeping^potion that was 
to still her own pain. 

She sat without candle in tho twilight, with the 
window wide open towards tho river ; the sense of 
opjeessive heat adding itself undistinguishably to 
*the burthen of her lot. Seated on a chair against 
the window, with her Arm on tho window-sill, she 
wan looking blatikly at the flowing river, swift with 
the advancing tide — straggling to see still tho sweet 
face in its unroproaidiing sadness, that seemed now 
from moment to moment to sink away and be hidden 
behind a form that thrust itself between, and made 
darkness. Hearing the door open, she thought Mrs 
Jakin was corning in witli her supper, as usual; and 
wdth that repugnance to trivial speoch which conies 
with languor and wretchedness, she shrank fiotr 
turning round and saying she wanted ^nothing: good 
little Mrs Jakin would be sure to make some well- 
meant remarks. But the next moment, without her 
having disoerued the sound of a footstep, she felt a 
light hand on her shoulder, and heard a voice close 
to her saying, “ Maggie ! ” 

&ce was there — changed, but all the sweeter: 
the haael eyes were there, with their heart-piercing 
tenderness. 

"Maggiel ” the soft voice said. “Lucy i ’’ answered 
a voice with a sharp ring of anguish in it ; and Lucy 
ibe|r Warms round Maggie's neck, and leaned her 
pile idieek against the burning brow. 
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1 stole out,” said Lucy, almost in a wbisp^i 
while she sat down close to Maggie and held her 
hand, ‘‘ when papa and the rest were away. Alice - 
is come with me. 1 asked her to help me. Bttt I 
must only stay a little while, because it is SO 
late.” 

It was easier to say that at first than to say 
any thii]g else. They sat looking at each other. It 
seemed as if the interview must end without more 
speech, for spoecli was very*difficiilt Each felt that 
there would bo Hoinctbing scorching in the words fliat 
would recall the irn*tn(*vable wrong. But soon, as 
Maggie look(‘d, every distinct thought began to be 
overflowed by a wave of loving penitence, and words 
burst forth with a sob. 

“ God bless you for coming, Lucy.” 

Tl)o sobs osune thick on e^ich other after that. 

** Maggie, dear, be comforted,” said Lucy now, 
putting her cheek against Maggie s again. Don't 
grieve.” And film sat still, hoping to soothe Maggie 
with that gentle caress, 

“ I didn’t mean to deceive you, Lucy,” said 
Maggie, as soon as she could speak. It always 
made me wretched that I felt what I didn’t like yeu 
tolcnow. ... It was because I thought it would all 
bo conquered, and you might never see anything to 
wound YOU.” 

“ I know, dear,” said Lucy. “ I know you never 

meant to make me unhappy It is a tiouble 

tiiat has come on us all ! — ^you have more to bear 
than I have — and you gave him up, when . ♦ you 
did what it must have been very hard to da” 
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They were Bilent agaiu a little while, sitting with 
claBpod hands, and cheeks loaned togothcr. 

‘‘ Lucy,” Maggie began again, he struggled too. 
He wanted to be true to yon. He will come back to 
yon. Forgive him — ^he will bo happy then. . . ,** 

These words were wrung forth from Maggie's deep- 
est Bonl, with an cflbrt like the convulsed clutch of 
^ a drowning man. ljucy trembled aiid was silent 

A gentle knock came at tlm door. It was Alice, 
tlio maid, who entered and said — 

I darodn’t stay any longer, Miss Deane. They'll 
find it out, and there ^11 be such anger at your com- 
ing out so late.” 

Lucy rose andsaid,^ Very well, Alice — inaminuto.” 

“ I*m to go away on Friday, Maggie,” she added, 
when Alice had closed the door again. “ When I 
come back, and am strong, they will lot me do as 1 
like. I shall come to you when I please theu.” 

“Lucy,” said Maggie, with another gri*at efloH, 
“ I pray to Glod continually that I may never be th 
cause of sorrow to you any more.” 

She pressed the little hand that she hold between 
hers, and looked up into the face that was bent over 
hers. Lucy never forgot that look. 

Maggie,” she said in a low voice, that had the 
golexxmity of confession in it, “ you are better than 
I am. I can't ” 

She broke oflT there, and said no more. But they 
clasped eacdi other again in a last embrace. 



CHAPTER V. 

Tin: LA8T CONFLICT. 

In tho second week of September, Maggie was again 
sitting in her lonely room, battling witli the old 
shadowy onomies that were for ev^er slain and rising 
again. It was past midnight, and the min was 
])oating heavily against the window, driven with 
fitful force by the nishing, loud- moaning wind. For, 
the day after Lucy’s visit, there had been a sudden 
change in the weather : the lieat and drought had 
given way to c'old variable wirids, and heavy falls of 
rain at intervals ; and she had been forbidden to risk 
the contoinplated joiimoy until the weather shoald 
become more settled. In the counties higher up 
the Floss, the rains had been continuous, and the 
completion of the harvest had been arrested. And 
now, for the last two days, the rains on this lower 
course of the river had bei-n incessant, so that the 
old men luvd shaken their heads and talked of mxty 
3*ear8 ago, when the same sort of weather, happen*- 
ing about the equinox^ brought on the great fioodn, 
which swept the bridge away, and reduced the town 
to great misery. But the younger generation, who 
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had seen several small floods, thought lightly of these 
sombre recollections and forebodings ; and Bob Jakin, 
natundly prone to tiik© a hopeful view of his own 
kick, laughed at his inollier when she regretted their 
having taken a house by the i-ivor-sido ; observing 
that but for that tliey wonhl have had no boats, which 
were the most lucky of possessions in case of a flood 
tliat obliged them to go to a distance for food. 

But the careless and Iho fearful were alike sleeiv* 
ing in their bods now* 'I’liere was hope that the 
raifi would abate, by the morrevw ; threatenings of 
a worse kind, from sudden thaws after falls of snow, 
had often passed off in the experience of the younger 
ones ; and at tlio very worst, the banks would bo 
sure to break lower down the river when the tide 
came in with violence, and so the w'atei‘s would bo 
carried off, without causing mores tlian temporary 
inconvenience, and losses tliat wT>vild he felt oidy 
by the poorer sort, >vhoin charity wcuild relievo. 

All W'ero in their beds now, for it was past mid- 
night : all, except some solitary watchers such as 
Maggie. She was seated in lier little parlour to- 
wards the river with one candle, that left evefythiug 
dim in the roonj, except a letter which lay before 
Karroo the table. That letter wdiich had come 1c 
her to-day, was one of the causes that had kept 
her up far on into the night — ^unconscious how the 
hours were going — careless of seeking rest — with 
no image of rest coming across her mind, except of 
that &T, far off rest, from which there would be no 
more waking for her into this struggling earthly life. 

Two days before Maggie received that letter, she 
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had been to the Beotory for the last time. The 
heavy rain would have prevented her from going 
since ; but there was another reason. Dr Kenn, at 
first enlightened only by a few hints as to the new 
turn which gossip and slander had taken in rela^ 
tion to Moggie, had recently been made more fully 
aware of it by an earnest remonstrance from one of 
his male parishioners against the indiscretion of per- 
sisting in the attempt to overcome the prevalent feel-* 
ing in the parish by a courBet)f resistance. Dr Kenn, 
having a conscience void of offence in the mattery 
was still inclined to persevere — was still averse to 
give way bi*foro a public sentiment that was odious 
and contomptihlo ; but ho was finally wrought upon 
by the consideration of the peculiar responsibility 
attached to his office, of avoiding the appearance of 
evil — an “ appearance^* tliat is always dependent on 
tho average quality of surrounding minds. Where 
these minds are low and gross, the area of that 
“ appearance ** is proportionately widened. Perhaps 
ho was in danger of acting from obstinacy ; perhaps 
it was his duty to succumb : conscientiouB people 
are apt to see their duty in that which is the most 
painful course ; and to recede was ali\'ays painful to 
Dr Kenii. He made up his nnnd that he must advise 
Maggie to go away from St Ogg's for a time ; and 
he performed that difficult task with as much 
delicacy os he could, only stating in vi^e terms 
that he found his attempt to countenance her stay 
w'os a source of discord between himself and hlb 
parishionersy that was likely to obstruct his uaelU-. 
ness as a olergymam He begged her to idlow 



TBM MOL OH THE FLOSS. 


^ 868 


tD write to a clerical firieod of bis, who might possibly 
take her into his own family as govemoss ; and| if 
not, wonld probably know of some other available 
position for a young woman in whose welfare Dr 
Keilii felt a strong intei'est 

Poor Maggie listened with a trembling lip : she 
could say nothing but a faint/* thank you — I shall 
be grateful ; and she walked back to her lodgings, 
Ihrough the drivir»g rain, with a now sense of doso-* 
lation. She must be adonely wanderer ; she must 
go* oat among fresh faces, that would look at her 
wonderingly, because the days did not seem joyful 
to her; she must begin a new life, in which she 
would have to rouse herself to receive now impres- 
sions — and she was bo unspeakably, sickeningly 
weary I There was no home, no help for the erring: 
even those who pitied were constrained to hardness. 
But ought she to com|)laiii? Ought she to shrink 
in this way from the long penance of life, which w''as 
all the possibility slie liad of lightening the load 
some other sufTerers, and so changing that [passionate 
error into a new force of unselfish human love ? All 
the next day she sat in her lonely room, with a 
window darkened by the cloud and the drivihg rain, 
thiiiking of that future, and wrestling for patience : 
~for what repose could poor Maggie ever win except 
by wrestling? 

And on the third day — ^tliis day of which she had 
just sat out the close — ^the letter had come which 
wss lying on the table before her. 

The letter was from Stephen. He was come back 
fifom Holland : he was at Mudport again, unknown 
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to auy of his friends ; and Imd written to her from 
that place, enclosing the letter to a person whom he 
trusted in St Ogg's. From beginning to end, it was 
a passionate cry of reproach : an appeal against her 
useless sacrifice of liiin — of herself: against that)>er« 
vertod notion of right which led her to crush all bis 
hopes, for tho sake of a mere idea, and not any $uh* 
Btantial good — his hopes, whom she loved, and who 
loved her with that single overpoweiing passion,' 
that worship, which a man fiever gives to a woman 
more than tmeo in his life. ^ * 

“ They have written to me that you are to maiTy 
Kenri. As if I should believe that 1 Perhaps they 
have told you some such fables about me. Perhaps 
they tell you 1 have been ‘travelling.' My body 
has been dragged about somewhere; but / have 
never travelled from the hideous place vrhere you 
left mo — where I started up from the stuj[>or of help- 
less rage to find you gone. 

“ Maggie I whoso pain can have been like mine ? 
Whose injury is like mine ? Wlio besides me has 
mot that long look of love that has burnt itself into 
my soul, so that no other image can come there? 
Maggie, oall mo back to you ! — call me back to life 
and goodness ! 1 am banished from both now. I 

have no motives: I am indifferent to everything. 
Two montlis have only deepened the ceiiainty that 
I can never care for life witliont yon. Write me one 
word— Hsay ‘ Gomel’ In two days I should be wi& 
yon. Maggie — ^have yon forgotten what it waa to 
bo together? — to be within reach of a look— to be 
within hearing of each otlior’e voice?” 
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Wlien Maggie first read this letter she felt as if 
her real temptation had only jnst begtm. At the 
entrance of tlm chill dark cavern, we turn with nn- 
worn courage from the wami light ; but how, when 
we have troddon far in the damp darkness, and have 
begun to l>e faiot and w<^ary-^how, if there is a sud- 
den opening above uh, and wt5 are invited back again 
to the lifo-uourifiliiiig Wlay ? The leap of natural 
longing from under tlio prossure of pain is ho stiong, 
that all less imtnccliatf* motives are likely to be for- 
gotten — till the pain has boon oKeaj:)od from. 

For hours Maggie* hdt as if her stnigglc had boon 
in vain. For lioura every otluT tliought that she 
strove to suininon w'as tljrtist aside by the imago of 
Stephen waiting for thf3 single word that would bring 
him to her. She did led rmd the hdter: she heard 
him utioring it, and tlie voieij shook her witli i(a old 
strange power. All tins day befon^ she had been 
filled with (lie vision of a lonely future through 
which she must carry the burlhtui of regret, uphold 
only by clinging faith And here — close witliin )ior 
rcacli — urging itself ujem her even as a claim — was 
another future, in which hard endurance and* eflbrt 
were to bo exchanged for easy deliciotis h-auiug on 
another’s loving strength I And yet that promise of 
joy in the place of sadness did not make the dire 
force of the tem}>tation to Maggie. It was Stephen’s 
tone of misery, — it was the doubt in tlie justice of 
ber own rcaolve, lliat made the V)alanco tremVde, and. 
made her once start from her seat to reach tlie pen 
and paper, and write Come T' 

But close upon that decisive act, her mind recoiled; 

YOL. XL 2 b 



386 


the HaL OK THE 


and the sense of contradiction with her past self m 
her mouients of atrcngUi and clearnesfi, came upon 
her like a pang of conscions degradation. No — she 
must wait — slio must j»ray — the light that had for* 
sakon her would come again : she sliould feel again 
what she had felt, when she had flod aw^ay, under 
an iiiapiiation strong enough to conquer agony — to 
conquer love : she should feel again wliat she had 
felt when Lucy stood by her, wlien Philip's lette# 
had stirred all the fibres that bound her to the calmer 
past. 

She sab quite still, far on into the night: with no 
impulse to change her attitude, without active force 
enough oven for tlie mental act of prayer; orily 
waiting for the light that w'oulcl surely como again. 
It came with the rnemorios that no juission could 
Uuig quench : tlio long past came back to her, and 
with it tlio fountains of solf-renounoing pity and 
afiection, of faithfulness and rosolvt?. The words 
that were marked by the quiet hand in the little old 
Ijook that sh(^ had long ago Icanjod by heart, rushed 
even to her lips, and found a vent for thcniBelves in 
a low murmur that was quite lost in the loud driv- 
ing of the rain agaifist the window and the loud 
moan and roar of the w ind : I have rocoived the 
Cross, I have received it from Thy hand; I will bear 
it, and bear it till death, ns Tlioa hast laid it upon 
me.** 

But soon other words rose that ootdd find no utter* 
once but in a sob : Forgive me, Stephen t It will 
pass away. You will come back to her.’* 

^ She took up the letter, held it to tiie candle, aikd 
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let it bum slowly on the hearth. To-morrow she 
would write to him the last word of parting. 

“ I will liear it, and beer it till death But 

how long it will bo before <ieatli comes I I am so 
young, fio healthy. How shall 1 hav(‘ patience and 
strength? Aui I to struggle.' and fall aiid rc]U‘nt 
again? — has life other trials as hard forme still 
With that cry of self-ih^spair, Maggie fell on licr knees 
against rho talde, and buried her sorrovv-Htrickcu face. 
Her soul went out to frhe Unseen l^ity that would be 
wiMi her to the end. Surely tliore was soiucthing 
being taught her hy this experience of great need; 
and she must bo learning a Hi cret of buinan fetider- 
n(‘8S and loiig-suff«*iing, that the less erring could 
hardly know ? ‘M) (jt(»d, if my life is to bo long, let 

mo live to blesR f.nd comfort " 

At that moment Maggie felt a startling sensation 
of sutldon ctdfl n]>out her litHM^s and feet: it was water 
flowing under imr. She .started up : the stream was 
flovving under tlio d(‘or that l<‘d into j»asHag<‘. 
She was not hewihlered for an instant — bho km;w it 
was the flood I 

The tumult of emotion she had been endtiririg for 
the last twelve hours seemed to liave loft a 'great 
cahu in her; without seroamiiig, slio hurried with 
the candle up-stairs to Bob Jukii/s bedrHom. The 
door was ajar; she went in and shook him by the 
shoulder. , 

‘‘ Bob, the flotjd is come ! it is in the house ! let 
us «©e if we can make the boats safe.'’ 

She lighted his candle, while the pc»or wife, snatch- 
ing up her baby, burst into screams ; and then she 
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hurried down again to see if the waters were rising 
fast. There was a step down into the room at the 
dof>r leading from Ihc staircase; she saw tliat the 
\vat(T wMs alr(?acly on a level with the step. While 
she was looking, something came with a tremendous 
cnish against the window, and sent the leaded panes 
and the old w(K)deii framework inw^ards in shivers,— 
tljt^ water pouting in after it 

“It is tlio boat!” cried Maggie. “Bob, come 
down to get the boats 1 ” 

And without a moineiit's shudder f)f fear, Vihe 
jdunged through the? water, which was rising fast to 
li(*r knees, and by the gliinmering light of tlie candle 
sim had loft on the stairs, she mounted on to the 
window- si 11, and crept into the boat^ which was left 
with tlie prow lodging and protruding through tlm 
window. Bob was not long after her, hurrying 
without shoes or stockings, but with the Ian thorn in 
his liand. 

“ Why, thoy'ro lK)t]i hero— both the boats,'* said 
Bob, as he got into the one where Maggie was. 
“ It's w’onderfiil this fastening isift broke too, as 
well as tlie mooring.'’ 

lii the oxcitoineut of getting into the other boat, 
unfastening it, and niastoring an oar, Bob was not 
struck with tho danger Maggie inclined. Wo are 
not apt to fear for the fearlesH, when wo are com- 
panions in Uieir clanger, and Bob’s mind was idn 
sorbed in possible exjKidients for the safety of the 
helpless in-doors. The fact that Maggie had been 
up, had waked him, and ha<l taken tho lead in acti- 
vity, gave Bob a vagno impression of her as one who 
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would help to protect, not need to be protected. 
She too had got jx^HseRflion of au oar, atid had 
pasbed off, 8*) as to leh^ase the boat from the over- 
hanging winchtw-frauie. 

** The water's nsing ao fast,” Kai<l Bob, ‘‘I doubt 
it 11 bo in at the chambers h<*for<^ long — iI/Ikuiso is 
so low. Ive more mind to gel Prissy ami the cliild 
^and the mother into the boat, if 1 could, and trusten 
to the water — for tli’ <dd hoii«e is mmo so safe. Atid 
if I let go the boat /. . . Imt //on,” lie exclaimed, 
siifldonly lifting the light of his hinthoru on Maggie, 
as she stood in the rain with the oar in lier hand 
and her black hair streaming. 

Maggie had no time to an8\v(‘r, for a n(‘W tidal 
current swept along the line of tlio lionsoH, and 
drove both the tjuatw out on to the wide water, with 
a force that carried them far past the meeting cur- 
rent of the river. 

Tn the first mommits Maggie* fidi nothing, tle^ught 
of notliing, but that sho had suddenly passed aw'uy 
from that life w hirh slm had been dreading : it was 
the transirion of death, wntliout its agony — and sho 
was alone in the darkness with (iod. 

The whole tiling had been so rapid — so drcfim- 
Iik5»‘ —that the threads of ordinary association w^erc 
broken : she sank <low'n on the seal clutching the 
oar mechanically, and for a long while had no dis- 
tinct conception of her [losition. The first thing 
that waked her to fuller coimciousncKs, w^as the ces- 
sation of the rain, and a perception that the daikiiOHS 
was divided by the faintest light, w]ii<li parted the 
overhanging gloom from the inimcasurablo watery 
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level below. Sbe was driven out upon the flood • 
that awful visitation of God wliich her father used 
to talk of — which had made the nightmare of her 
childish droauiK. And with »that thought there 
nifthed in the vision of the f>ld homo — and Tom — 
aiid lior mother — they had all listened together. 

“ 0 God, whore am I ? Wliich is the way home?” 
she cried out, in tlio dim lomdinosH. 

What was happening to them at the Mill ? Tho 
flood had once iK'arly deatroyefl it. They might bo 
in danger — in distress : her mother and her brother, 
alone there, beyond reach of helpl Ib r whole soul 
was strained now on that thought ; and she saw tho 
long-loved facivs looking for htdp into the darkness, 
and finding none. 

She was floating in smooth water now — perhaps 
far on tlie over-flooded fiidds. There was no sense 
of present danger to chock the outgoing of her mind 
to tho old homo; ami she strained her eyes against 
the curtain of gloom lliat sh(? might seize the first 
isight of lier whereabout — that she might catch some 
faint suggestion of the spot towards which all her 
anxieties tended, 

0 liow welcome, the widening of that dismal 
watery Icvcd — the gradual uplifting of the cloqdy 
firmament — the slowly defining blackness of objects 
above tho glassy dark ! Yes — she must be out on 
the fiedda— those ivere the tops of hedgerow trees. 
Which way did tho river lie ? Looking behind 
her, she saw the lines of black trees : looking before 
her, there were none ; th^n, the river lay before her. 
She seized an oar and began to paddle the boat 
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• forward with the enei^y of wakening hope : tlie 
dawning aecinod to advance more swiftly, now she 
was in action; and she could soon see the poor 
dumb beasts crowding j)iteoinsly on a mound where 
they had taken refuge. Oinvard she j)addled aiid 
row^ed by turns in the growing twiliglit : her wot 
clothes clung round her, and her streaming hair 
^ was dashed alnnit by the wind, but she was hardly 
conscious of any bndily senHatit>ns - exci*pt a sensu- 
tiou of fitreiigth, insjjirecl by mighty emotion. Along 
vRth the sense of danger and possible rescue for 
those long-renioinbcrcd beings at the old home, 
thero was an undefined sense of reooneilemcnt wdth 
her brother: wliat rpiarrel, what, hiirhliin-ss, what un- 
belief in each oilier can subsist in the piesenco of a 
great calamity, wlicn all the aitificial vesture of our 
life is gone, and we are all one vvith each other in 
primitive m(n*tal iioi ds? V'agmdy, Maggie. felt this ; 
—•in tlie strong resurgent hne rowunls her Im r'if*r 
that swept away all the laii r imprci-sionB of luitd, 
cruel ofihnc’c and rnisuiKleistiimling, and left only 
the deep, uiuleilying, nnslmkahle mciuori(^s of early 
union. 

But now there wtis a large dark mass in the dis- 
t^ce, and near to her Maggie co.dd discern the 
current of the river. The dark mass inust he — yes, 
jt was — St Ogg fi. All, now him knew which waj' 
to look for the first glimpse of the uell-knr>wn trees 
— ^tbe grey willows, the now yedh/wing chestnuts— 
and above Ihcm the old roof! But thero w^as no 
colour, no eliajie yet ; all w'as faint and dim. More 
and more strongly the energies seemed to como and 
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put themselves forth, as if her life were a stored-up 
force that w^as being Bpcut in this Lour, unneoded 
for any future. 

She must get her boat into the cuiTOut of the 
Floss, else slio would never be able to pass the 
Ripple and apj)roacli the* house : this was tlie 
thought tliat occurred to her, as she imagined with 
luoie and more vividness the state of things round, 
the old liome. But then she might bo earned very 
far down, and be unable to guide lior boat out of the 
current again. For the first time distinct ideas^of 
chinger began to press upon l»er ; but there was no 
choice of courses, no room for hesitation, and she 
Aoated into tlvo current. Swiftly slio went now, 
without enbrt ; more and more clearly in the less- 
ening distiinco iuid the growing liglit she began to 
<11800111 tlio objects tliat she knew must be the w^ell- 
known trees and roofs ; nay, she was not far off a 
rushing muddy current that must bo the strangely 
altered Ripple, 

Groat God 1 tlioro were floating masses in it, that 
might dash against her boat as she passed, and 
cause her to perish too soon. What were those 
masses ? 

For the first time Maggie's heart began to beM 
in an agony of dread. She sat Indpless — dimly con- 
scious that she was being floated along — ^moro in- 
tensely conscious of the anticipated clash. But the 
horror was transient : it passed away before the on- 
coming warehouses of St Ogg’s ; she had passed the 
mouth of the 'Ripple, then: now, she must use all 
her skill smd power to manage the boat and got it if 
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possible out of the current. Slio could see now that 
the bridge was broken down : she could see the 
tnasis of a stranded vessel far out over tlio watery 
field. But no boats were to be seen moving on the 
river — such as had been laid bauds on were em- 
ployed in the flooded streets. 

With new resolution, Maggie seized her oar, and 
^etood 11 j) again t^) paddle ; but tlie now ebbing tide 
added to the swiftness of the river, and she wAs 
carried along beyond* the bridge. She could hear 
sllbuts from tho windows overlooking the river, as 
if the people there were culling to her. It was not 
till she had passed on nearly to Tofton that she could 
get the boat clear of tho current. Then with one 
yearning look towards lior uncle Deane's house that 
lay farther down tho river, she look to Ixitii her oars 
and rowed with all her miglit across the watery 
fields, back towards the Mill. Colour ivas begin- 
ning to awake now, and as slie approached the Dorl- 
cote fields, sho could disceni the tints of tlie trees — 
could see the old Sootch firs far to the right, and 
the home chestnuts — Oh I how deep they lay in the 
water : deeper than tho trees on this side the hill. 
And the roof of the Mill — whore was it? Those 
be%vy fragments hurrying down tho Ripple — what 
had they meant ? But it was not the house — the 
house stood firm : drowned up to the first story, but 
stilK firm-— or was it broken in at the end towards 
the Mill? 

With panting joy Ijbat she was there at last — joy 
that overcame all distress — Maggie neared the front 
of the houBO. At first slie heard no sound : she saw 
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no object moving. Her boat was on a levej with 
tlie up- stairs windows. She called out in a loud 
piercing voice, ' 

“ Toni, where are you ? Mother, where are you ? 
Here is Maggie ! ” 

Soon, from the window of the attic in the central 
gable, she heard Tom’s voice : 

“ Who is it ? Have you brought a boat?” ^ 

“ It is I, Torn — Maggie. Where is mother?” 

“ She is not here : she went to Garum, the day 
before yesterday. I'll come down to the lower W’fti- 
dow.” 

“Alone, Maggie?*^ said Tom, in a voice of deep 
astoiiialiment, as ho opened the middle window on a 
level W'ith tlic boat. 

“ Yes, Tom : God has taken care of me, to bring 
me to you. Get in quickly. Is there no one else?** 

“ No,” said Tom, stepping into the boat, “1 fear the 
man is drowned : he was carried down the Ripple, 
I think, when part of the Mill fell witli the crash of 
trees and stones against it : Tve shouted again and 
again, and there has been no answer. Give me the 
oars, Maggie.*' 

It was not till Tom ba<l pushed off and they wore 
on the wide water — he face to face with Maggi^ — 
that the full meaning of what had happened rushed 
upon his mind. It came with so overpowering a 
force — it was such a new revelation to his spirit, 
of the .depths in life, that had lain lieyond Iris 
vision which he had fancied , so keen and clear— 
that he was unable to ask a question. They sat 
mutely gazing at each other : Maggie with eyes of 
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inteiise life looking out from a weary, beaten face, 
— Tom pale with a cort.ain awe and Luiniliation. 
Thought busy though the lips were silent ; and 
though lie could ask no question, ho guessed a story 
of almost Tiiiracnloiis divinely-protected effort But 
at last a mist gathered over the blue-grey eyes, and 
the lips found a w^ord they could utter : the old 
, childish — Magsie 

Maggie could niako no answer but a long deep 
BOb of that mysteriobs wondrous happinoss that is 
“ e with pain. 

As soon as slie could speak, she said, Wo will 
go to Lucy, Torn : weil go and sec if she is safe, 
and then wo can help the rest.*’ 

Tom rowed . with untired vigour, and with a 
different speed from poor Maggie's, 'liie boat was 
soon in the current of tlio river again, and soon 
they would be at Tofton. 

Park House stands high up out of the flood, ’ 
said Maggie. ** Perliaps they have got Lucy there.” 

Nothing else ivas said ; a new dangrT was being 
carried towards them by the river. Sf»me wooden 
machinery liad just given way on one of the wjiarves, 
and huge fraguionts >vere 'being floated along. Tlio 
sun was rising now, and the wdde area of watery 
desolation was spread out in dreadful clearness 
around tJjcm — in dreadful clearncHs floated onwards 
the hurrying, threatening maRses. A large company 
in a boat that was working its way along under the 
Tofton houses, observed their danger, and shouted, 

Get out of the current !” 

But that could not be done at once, and Tom, 
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looking before liim, saw death rushing on them. 
Hugo fragments, clinging together in fatal fellow- 
ship, made one wide mass across the stream. 

“It is coining, Maggie!” Tom said, in a deep 
hoarse voice, loosing the oars, and clasping her. 

The next instant the boat was no longer seen 
upon the water — and the huge mass was hurrying 
on in hideous triumph. 

But soon the keel of the boat reappeared, a black 
speck on the golden water. *“ 

The boat reapp<iarod — but brother and sister had 
gene down in an embrace nevcT to be parted : liv- 
ing tlirougli again in one supremo moment, the days 
when they had clasp(‘d their little hands in love, and 
roamed the daisied fields together. 



CONCLUSION. 


NATtmE repairs Lor ravages — repairs iLcm with 
her Runaliine, and wkli Luiiuiu labour. The doso- 
^Rtion wrought by that flood, had left little visible 
tnvco on the face of the earth, five years after. The 
fifth autumn was ritili in golden corn-Rtacks, rising 
in thick clusters among tho distant hedgerows f the 
wharves and w'arohousos on tho Floss wore busy 
again, with echoes of eager voices, with hopeful 
lading and unlading. 

And every man and woman mentioned in tliis 
history was still living — excc])t those whose ond w** 
know. 

Nature repairs her ravages — but not all. Tlio 
nptoni trees are not rooted again ; the parted hills 
are left scarred ; if there is a new grow^th,,tho trees 
are not tlie same as the old, and the hills un(/emeath 
theh' green vesture bear the murks of the past rend- 
ing. To tlio eyes that have dwelt on the past, there 
is no thorough repair. 

Dorlcote IMill was rebuilt. And Dorlcoto church- 
yard, — where the brick grave that held a father whom 
we know, was found with the stone laid prostrate upon 
it after the flood, — had recovered all its grassy order 
and decent quiet. 
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Near that brick grave there was a tomb erected, 
very soon after the flood, for two bodies that were 
found in close embrace ; and it was visited at dif- 
ferent raouieiits by two men who both felt that their 
keenest joy and keenest sorrow were for ever buried 
there. 

One of them visited the tomb again with a sweet 
face beside him — but that was years after. 

The other was always solitary. His great com- 
panionship w’as among tlie trees of the Red Doeps^ 
where the buried joy seemed still to hover — ^like*& 
revisiting spirit. 

The tomb boro the names of Tom and Maggie 
Tullivor, and below the names it was written — 

** lu tboir dortth they were not divided/’ 
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